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The Hurrying 


Author's Notes: 
The sequel to Fear and Loathing in Los Angeles. (It's not necessary to read it in order to get into this fic) My 


eternal admiration goes to Hunter S. Thompson, who remains the spiritual godfather of this entire story. 


‘Campaign Trail’ picks up the plot one year later. Welcome home, readers, old and new! 


1 hate to advocate drugs, 
alcohol, 
violence, 
or insanity fo anyone 
but they've always worked for me." 
— Hunter S. Thompson 


‘ore of your memories for less! 


= 


AUGUST 1992 
MALIBU, CA 


The wave came toward me like a tower of blue glass. The pressure built, | crouched, and then | was gliding, 
flying, floating, falling and tumbling into the deep dark beneath. My mouth filled with seawater. The colours of 
the sea blinded my eyes and | emerged, absorbed, in a spray of liquid jewels and deep blue ripples. | held on to 
my surfboard and felt calm, even content, before the urge to possess the sea overtook and | scaled a smaller 
wave back to shore, the wind whistling in my ears. The sand was warm and welcoming and | lay down and 
sucked in air as the sun glistened on high. 


| didn't think | would be able to feel anything ever again. | thought my life would be a series of experiences, of 
images and reflections, but deadened to any real sentiment. Like a naked tree-limb blasted by a winter frost, | 
would be content in this death. There is something soft and seductive about it. Death doesn't challenge you. It 


doesn't let you down, and when your love grows so immense and finally crushes you, it leaves you be. 


| ran my fingers through the sand and hummed lightly, thinking of last night. When | touched the knife across 
his skin, his response was so beautiful it stopped my breath. 


"Jesus, Izzy, is that a boner? What are you thinking about?" 
| squinted at Nikki. "Your head would explode." 


"Considering the shit you used to sell me back in the day, I'm surprised it hasn't happened already. Come on 


surfer boy, or I'll do something obnoxious, like kiss you." 


"Nikki, | am currently experiencing life at the speed of I5 don't-give-a-fucks per hour. You want to kiss me? 


Come on, have at it. Show me what you got" 

He scoffed in a way that was vaguely coughy. "And have Dave strangle me in my sleep?" 
| chuckled softly. ‘It's such a beautiful day. Relax, enjoy the sunshine, take a swim 

"Do | look like a beach bum to you?" 


| stretched my muscles. "Why did you buy a house in Malibu? You spend hours swimming in that pool of yours 
when you have the ocean at your feet. | don't get it.” 


"| like partying on the beach. Does that count?" 
"Man, l'm gonna head off." 
"No, no, no! Don't bail on me. Come on, lets go back to my place and jam." 


"Cant," | brushed sand off my surfboard. "Dave's live on Hangin’ With MTV this afternoon and | got some stuff 
to take care of before that." 


"Like jerking off? Balancing his checkbook? Damn you and your cohabiter," he huffed. "You're so fucking boring 
these days. Growing up is the dumbest thing you ever did." 


"Oh, | almost give a fuck. Tomorrow, same time?" 

"Brand's dropping Gunner off later and | know you're allergic to babies” 

‘Im not allergic to your baby. You called him Gunner, after all" 

"| swear that kid is two going on twenty’ 

"Yeah, it's called trauma, Sixx. God knows what he's seen" 

"Fuck you" 

"Not if you were the last junkie on earth," | slogged through the sand. "Seeya" 
He came after me and jumped on my back "You love me so bad! Yes you dol" 
"NIKKI! GET OFF ME!" 


We laughed and fell to the sand. 


* * 

When the phone rang | was in the kitchen washing vegetables. | was planning to make roasted vegetable lasagne 
with toasted pine nuts. | have no idea when | became the chef de jour around here, but it might have 
something to do with the fact that Dave had an actual job to go to, and all he could cook was meat. | let the 
answerphone pick it up. It was Dave, letting me know that David would be over to drop off some papers from 
Capitol. Little did he know that David was already here, grinning at me from the other side of the kitchen. The 
moment he hung up David sniggered and cracked open a beer. 

"And the real reason why you're here is?" 

"Give me a break," he hopped off the barstool. "I don't always have an ulterior motive." 

| half-smiled. "ls that right." 

He unglued his lips from the bottle. "What? I'm all innocence. Look at this face." 

| threw zucchini in the bowl. "Ellefson, you ain't fooling me." 

David smiled like a wicked, little imp. "Busted." 

"Man, | need to keep telling myself that what doesn't kill me-" 

"Fucks you up mentally?" 

| chuckled. "Yeah. You might know a thing about that, huh?" 


"A little," he said offhandedly. 


Something about his tone made me look at him. His doe eyes sparkled into mine, and it occurred to me that 
even the sweetest of hearts could endure the hardest of battles. 


| leaned against the wetbar. "What do you need?" 


‘lm going home for a few days while Dave wraps up his MTV shoot and decides whether or not to join the 
campaign trail with Senator Gore." 


"What are you talking about? The campaign ended last month." 
David snorted. "Not for Dave, he's talking about staying involved until the elections." 


"What?" | frowned. "Well, shit. | had no idea That's good to know." 


"Sorry man, | thought you knew," he shrugged apologetically. "Look, he's..like | said, he's undecided, and until he 
knows what's doing he expects us to just sit there at his beck and call. Classic Dave. He asked me, Nick and 
Marty to be flexible, and you know what that means, flexible as long as everything is exactly the way he 


wants it." 
| dried my hands. "Yeah." 


‘Izzy, | don't want to get into an argument with him, so l'm leaving a note. Do me a favour, tell him | went 
home and I'll be back in a week or so. We haven't got anything planned until next month and | fucking refuse to 
kick back and watch him posture on MTV when | could be spending time with my family. | haven't seen my 
folks in months." 


"You're leaving a note, huh." 
"Yeah," he smiled brightly. "So you're just reinforcing it. You're not the messenger.” 


| reached for the eggplants and began to chop them up. | told myself that preparing food and feeding people 
brings nourishment not only to our bodies, but to our spirits. Feeding people is a way of loving them. But what 
do you do when your boyfriend's 

ex-boyfriend is asking you to get involved in their business? This wasn't the first time, and it made me 
uncomfortable. Not because | didn't like David, or understand him, because the truth is that David had become 
a close pal over the last few months. Oh, Dave hated that, of course. But he didn't have a say in the matter. 
Get a load of this, all right. Dave wasn't my boyfriend exactly. He was my cohabiter. That's right, cohabiter. 


corhabeit verb /ko-'ha-bot/ 


| to live together in an intimate relationshp. 


Z: to live together as if married, usually without any formal status. 
There was nothing formal about my relationship with Dave. 


The story of how we found our way back to each other involves dredging up some of the darkest days of my 
life, so | won't get into it just yet. Give me time. But two months after we started seeing each other, 
something like the courage to be happy welled up in me, and with it the feeling of being brought back to life. 
Two months after that, | moved in with him. At first it was casual. | needed a place to crash while | was 
rehearsing with my new band, the Ju Ju Hounds, in the Power Plant. | still had my place in West Hollywood, but 
it had become Metallica's halfway house when they flew into LAX during their short breaks from tour, and 
besides, | didn't want to stay there anyway. Too many memories. Nikki lived a few blocks away in one of the 
showiest houses in Malibu, but | didn't want to stay with Nikki for any longer than necessary. He has a baby. | 
don't do babies. Even those lucky enough to be named after Guns N' Roses. (The fact that my cohabiter also 
has a baby is just the cherry on the top of that bitchfest) 


"Izzy?" 


| shivered out of my thoughts. "Yeah?" 

"So..are we okay? You'll tell him?" 

"Sure," | sighed "Go, have fun ploughing fields, sowing seeds, spreading fertilizer." 
He grinned. "You know there's more to farming than fuckin’ ploughing, right?" 

"| honestly have no idea what folk do on farms. Smoke dope in the hay?" 

"Dude, that's a fire hazard" 

| laughed. "What's the time?" 

David checked his watch. "Almost four, we better turn the TV on" 


* eK 


The screen was saturated with commercials promoting the dangerous notion that all problems have fast and 
simple solutions involving opening your wallet. David sat back and leaned his head against my shoulder. It was 
kind of intimate, but | was slowly getting used to his affectionate nature. At first | thought his gestures 
assumed an intimacy that didn't exist between us, until | realized that the intimacy was there as soon as Dave 
and | got together. | didn't expect to become close to David, but gradually it happened, and the alternative 
would have been unpleasant for all of us. | was sort of ‘adopted’ by Megadeth when the Ju Ju Hounds started 
rehearsing at the Power Plant. Metallica were on the road, and while | saw the guys every couple of months 
or so, it wasn't the same. So were Guns N' Roses, not that hanging out with them en mass was something | 
ever wanted to do. | saw Axl and Slash fairly regularly, on separate occasions | hasten to add. It was odd, so 


fucking odd, being in Los Angeles without the old gang. But our lives had changed. We moved on. Shit happens. 


Dave was spending the week co-hosting Hangin’ With MTV with Riki Rachtman and it was good to see him come 
out of his shell. His bourgeoning love affair with MTV was both productive and profitable for Megadeth, but 
Dave seemed oddly unaffected by his growing success, a fact that concerned all of us. With ‘Countdown to 
Extinction’ topping the charts and their forthcoming tour sold out in I5 countries, you would think Dave would 
be ecstatic. He wasn't. Dave had been spiralling back to his self-destructive habits since last year and, if I'm 
honest, its the main reason | contacted him back in February. | heard from James, who heard from Lars, that 
Dave was using again. | ignored it. Then | heard from Nikki, who heard from Tommy, that Dave was back in 
rehab. That was difficult to ignore. Dave had the world at his feet. Fame, success, money, a wife and a 
newborn baby, yet there he was using heroin again. | needed to find out why. It was also becoming evident that 
| needed to relocate to California if | had any chance of scoring another record deal. And so one rainy April 


morning, | packed my life into a van and followed the trail of fear and loathing back to Los Angeles. 


"Wanna bet Riki asks him about suicide and shit?" 


"He's used to it by now. Alright, here we go," | cranked the volume up. 


"Go Dave! Go Dave! Go Dave!" 


"Holy crap," David chuckled. "Do you have any idea how much self-control went into that retort when Riki 
asked him about ‘Skin of My Teeth’ being an anti-suicide song, and the fuckin rap about people turning lyrics 
around when he had just done that himself?" 

| took a puff of my cigarette. "Yeah, he handled it well." 

"He handled it extremely well. 'm proud of the little shit. When's he back?" 


"Um, if yesterday was any indication, about an hour. You staying for dinner?" 


"Nah, I've got that flight to Jackson this evening. But come on, let's jam for a while. You were gonna show me 


that new song with the problem middle-8? Maybe | can help." 

"Cool," | sprang up and grabbed my new Gibson ES-I75 from the stand. 

"Congratulations to GNR bassist Duff McKagan who got married to a woman named Linda last weekend. Its Duffs 
second marriage, and in October he will be joined by guitarist Slash who is marrying model-actress Renée Suran 


Contrary to the gossip columns-" 


David switched the TV off. "It's like a guitar store around here." 


| tried not to look as rattled as | felt. "That's what happens when two guitarists cohabit." 

"Still cohabiting," David snorted. "Is that some kind of exit strategy?" 

"What?" 

He hoisted Dave's acoustic. "The cohabiter thing." 

"Its what we are. We live together. We sleep together. That's it." 

David held my eyes, and then nodded. "Okay." 

* eX 

When Dave arrived home | wanted to jump on him. | felt like an excited puppy and would have probably done 
that were it not for the fact that | don't fucking jump on people. Besides, David was still there, and that would 
have been weird. But | was jumping on the inside. | gave him a quick hug and then left them alone to talk shop 
while | checked on dinner. | enjoy cooking. It leaves plenty of mental space for reflection, and as | chopped my 
way through a simple salad to accompany the lasagne, | thought about the rhythm of my life and how much it 
had changed over the last year. Last summer | was a broken man facing an unknown future, and now | was 


being chased around by Geffen to sign a new deal and chopping tomatoes for my cohabiter's salad. Crazy shit. 


| ran down the stairs to ask David if he was sure about dinner, because the lasagne would be ready soon 


That's when | caught them arguing. | was in plain sight, so not exactly eavesdropping. 


"Yeah, funny thing," David said behind clenched teeth. "I just got back from the center of the universe, and 


guess what, | didn't see you anywhere. So cut the crap." 


"Is always interesting when repressed jealousy starts unrepressing itself. Aw, poor Junior's a little butt-hurt 


because he wasn't asked to hang with Riki Rachtman:" 
"UGH! | could give a fuck about whoring on MTV with Riki fucking Rachtman!" 
"Yeah," Dave sorted through the mail. "It certainly sounds like it.” 


David shook his head. "Unbefuckinglievable. Okay look, I'm going now, and I'll see you in a week's time. Or next 


year, depending on how soon you apologise. Goodbye." 
"You should learn to take a joke as easily as you take a dick" 
David froze. "What did you say?" 


Dave put the mail down. "Only that you play the victim so well I'm surprised you don't carry a body bag 


around. Say hi to Frances from me. Izzy, smells incredible. Lasagne?" 

"Uh, yeah," | shifted my weight awkwardly. "It'll be ready in fifteen minutes." 

"Good," he nodded. "I'm gonna hit the shower. Seeya next week, Junior.” 

*** 

Life burst through Dave, forceful and strong as the deepest ocean currents. He would explode with stormy 
tempers, flinging people around, reeling them in and spitting them out. But | was familiar with that shady 
nothing out of which his world was made, because | was like that too. We understood each other. We weren't 
two random souls who met somewhere, anywhere, out on a tangent. We were in each other all along. 

Paulo Coelho said that love is the key to understanding life's mysteries. | don't know about love. | know about 
heartbreak But there is little mystery in the light-headed foolishness | feel in his presence. He gets me high. 
And fuck can he get me off. The first time we had sex after seeing each other again, | smashed my fist into 
his face. He punched me back. It was a movement of dark shapes, a hurrying, and | came in a hot-gushing 
seizure of sweat and blood. It wasn't love. It was perfect. Being with Dave made it okay to look inside myself 
and face the dark and lethal hidden at the heart of everything. One time he reached for me in the middle of 
the night, wrapping a solid arm around my waist and pulling me in close, telling me that he had never felt 
happier. 

"What about you, zy, are you happy?" 

There was only one answer. "Deliriously." 

| had never used that word before, but it was appropriate. 


‘Izzy, come here and stop fucking around" 


| smirked, and went back to playing. "In what twisted universe does mastering Eddie Van Halen's two-handed 


arpeggio technique count as fucking around?" 

"Mine," he tilted his head back. "But | love watching you play." 

| started plucking one of his solos on ‘Hangar I8. 

"Yeah," he snorted. "Another 20 years, you might actually get there.” 
"Dave..| wanna be there when karma ass-fucks you with a cactus." 


"| don't. Speaking of which, take your hair wrap off." 


| chugged the intro to ‘Love or Confusion’ by Hendrix. "I'd rather bleed” 


"| don't want your blood, Izzy," he sunk into the couch and folded his hands behind his head. "Not until we're 


both sweaty and naked and you're screaming my name." 

| grinned and brushed a dread off my cheek. "Not even then" 

"You're nailing it," he murmured after a while, nodding. "Beautifully." 

| held his gaze briefly and continued playing. 

The music eased me out of my body with a brutal kiss of chords and rhythm, an outburst of extremes that 
sent spikes of erotic energy straight to my nervous system. And then all of a sudden | trembled, feeling him 
behind me, and | became terribly aware that | am alive. Not just living and breathing and playing, but..fucking 
pulsing. 

"Izzy," his breath rippled over my neck like a snake crossing the water. "Have you ever tightened a guitar 
string really..really..slowly?" he reached into my waistband. "Past the point it can handle the strain? It makes 


this weird sound, almost like a scream." 


| hit the distortion pedal, hard 


Daddy's Little Tequila Worm 


Author's Notes: 
Dedicated to the memory of five stolen guitars, and to that which haunts our waking hours. 


Years ago | said to Duff that growth comes from a place of absence. What a crock of shit. What | was really 
trying to do was sell him some crap that excused my reluctance to commit to him. Duff's smart, he got the 
message. But the real irony is that my words haunted me for months after that, because | realized that | was 
being honest without even knowing it. | wasn't only sincere, but almost naked. Worse than naked, unarmed. 
Defenceless. One day, | got it. | had to submit silently. Open up, let go. Endure. Bear up. Shut up. The problem 
with that is that it almost killed me. A couple of months after | left Guns N' Roses, | was sitting in my house 
in Indianapolis mediating. | use the term loosely because what | was really doing was staring into the abyss. | 
hadn't washed in days. | hadn't spoken to anyone in weeks. | was gazing into the flittering flame of a candle on 
the windowpane. It was a blustery November night, and suddenly the candle shot out sparks that burned my 
face. | felt nothing. | knew there would be no scar tissue, nothing to stop the ghost of Duff from ripping me 
open and turning my insides into an instrument that is capable of singing, into a half-death that is capable of 


screaming. 

The next morning, Axl showed up. It was the third time we had seen each other since | left the band, but it 
was the first time we were alone without the presence of attorneys, industry execs or Slash watching our 
every move like a hawk. He stared at my foul, glistening skin. | observed the latticework of blood on his arm. 
And then we locked eyes, knowing that our invisible hands will hold each other in this place until we draw our 
last breath. He told me | needed a bath. | told him he needed electroshock therapy. He told me that if | didn't 
get into the bath right now he would climb up to the roof and jump. | told him that he wouldn't get past the 


door before | smashed his head against the wall. 

‘So HI be dead anyway you piss-stained rat bastard! Take a bath! NOW!" 

‘Man Ive met some pricks in my day but you are a FUCKING CACTUS!" 

He told me to roll over and die. 

| told him | was already dead. 

He said | definitely smelled like it. 

Somehow we ended up on the floor, clutching our bellies and rolling with laughter. 


There must have been a moment, at the beginning, in Lafayette, where | could have said no. Where | could 


have seen glimpses of a different life in those increments of time | had lost with Axl. Life had broken us and 


we had broken each other. But | would do it all again, because no swarm of ghosts or music or memories could 
keep us apart. 


| looked up from my guitar as Dave whizzed by and answered the phone. 


"Dave speaking. Oh, hello. Bellevue let you out early? Exceed the limits of your medication did you? Izzy," he 
held out the phone, "it's the other ginger fuck in your life." 


| grabbed the receiver. "Hey." 

"Its 15 inches high and 10 inches long," Axis baritone drawled over the line. 
"Your dick?" 

‘lm FedExing you a box. Those are the dimensions." 

"Cause God knows | wouldn't be able to sleep without them. What is it?" 
‘Like, why does that even matter?" 

‘Im curious." 


"IFs Slash. I've pickled him in Night Train and need you to adios the evidence. I'm thinkin’ your Surefio buds 
might be able to lend a hand. | need you to sign some stuff." 


"Dare | ask what stuff?" 

"When are you coming to see us?" 
| asked you a question" 

"Mine takes priority." 

"Why?" 

"Because I'm Axl Rose." 


| heard a whizzing sound, like something being zipped or fastened up. "I dunno, Ax. We'll see. So how are things? 
Still forcing Metallica to be your supporting act because you're three hours late?" 


He snorted. "I don't know where all this crap about me being a difficult person is coming from. lim a constant 


fucking delight. It's Hetfield who should be lined up and shot." 


| sighed, and then heard that zipping sound again. "Dude, are you in the shitter?" 
"Nah. Just.adjusting something” 

"So whats in the box?" 

"Singles, 45s. | want you to sign them. FedEx will be back to collect Wednesday.” 


My brows knotted. "You want me to sign singles? What for? Dude, I'm not a member of Guns N' Roses 
anymore. Can't you get one of the others to sign them?" 


"Izzy, lve got some good news and some bad news. Take your pick’ 

"Oh man, Gilby quit, didn't he? Give me the bad news. 

"You'll always be a member of Guns N' Roses 

"What's the good news?" 

"You'll always be a member of Guns N' Roses 

Shit. | swallowed the lump in my throat. "Thanks. 

A silence followed 

"So you'll fucking do if?" he asked finally. 

"Yes, Il do it! 

"Good, and you'll come see us in Montreal? Wear a dress and Ill get you a VIP pass’ 
"You're not gonna let it go, are you?" 

"Have you met me? Hello me, meet the real me, and my misfits way of" 
"Fuck you," | chuckled 

"So how are you guys?" 

"Yeah," | glanced at Dave. "We're good! 


"I gotta go, man Press conference. See you in Montreal." 


"Uh, we'll see about that." 


"Sorry, what?" he mimicked the hissing and crackling of white noise. "I can't hear you. You're breaking up. Izzy? 
Hello? Piece o'shit motherfuckin’ phone," the line went dead. 


| looked at the receiver and cracked a smile. 


"Everything okay?" Dave asked casually. "Axl slip antifreeze into James's moonshine? He died a slow and 


agonizing death? Aw, what a shame," he poured milk into his coffee. 

| leaned over the counter and fucked him with my eyes. "Hi" 

He smiled suggestively. 

Suddenly | am all limbs, stretching out to please him, beyond aroused. 


* eK 


The wailing oud and darbuka drums kept pace with increasing ferocity. With the music playing and Dave dancing 
with me, everything became invisible but the physical magic made out of blood and breath and heartbeat. My 
body was nothing but the hard, pulsing beat of the track and my urges were flashes in between the 
downbeats. When the music stopped, we locked eyes, and something moved between us like white light and heat 
growing with every second. Dave removed my hair wrap and my dreads fell in soft knots around my face. He 
ran his fingers through my hair, starting at the base of my neck, and then our mouths crushed together. Our 
tongues tangled, twisting, as my hands slid around his back and down his ass, forcing us together. He rocked 
into my hips, his erection brushing roughly against mine, and we both moaned as the music started up again. | 
pushed Dave against the wall and held him in place as | ravished his mouth, tasting Turkish delight. Delicious. He 
tore his lips away and buried them against the side of my neck, kissing and sucking at the skin while grounding 
slowly against my hard dick. The sweet pain of him marking me travelled straight to my balls. 


„and then we stopped. 

Dave sprawled on the floor. | skipped to the next track and the intro to Ayoun Al Qalb filled the room with 
haunting Lebanese flutes. Arabic music was my new favourite thing and Dave was interested in any good music 
with fast percussive beats and complex structures. | grabbed the wad of sticky hash and rolled a joint. Dave 
closed his eyes and moved lightly, his body mirroring the beat. | watched him move and gyrate on the carpet 
and chuckled softly, elbowing him. 

"Okay dude, you're gonna have to fuckin’ stop that." 


He grinned, knowing exactly what | meant. 


Of course, Dave being Dave, he didn't stop. He did the reverse. 


His rolling, undulating movements increased and then the fucker unzipped his pants and started taunting me 
with his beautiful erection, stroking himself, arching into his fist as the sensuous oud and violins rippled 


through the incense smoke. Oh fucking hell. Watching Dave pleasuring himself was mesmerising. 


Dave and | were experimenting with Tantric Buddhism. It was refreshing to have a partner who was into it 
instead of just going along with whatever | wanted. (Yes, I'm thinking about Duff here.) Dave had a keen 
interest in Eastern cultural traditions, especially martial arts and esoteric paths like Vajrayana, and we would 
often spend high-octane afternoons pushing each other's boundaries with Tibetan death rituals or, you know, 
fucking senselessly until we attained a state of Godhood. Life really is all about sex. It's the most important 
thing, woven into the very centre of life. But here's the thing, it isn't all about fucking. Its about connecting. 
We don't know who we are until we are connected to someone else. On this occasion, we agreed not to touch 
each other's dicks for 24 hours. It was difficult, but it was also enlightening. The absence of orgasm lifts the 
veil on aspects of ourselves that are often denied the occasion to rise with the rest of our bodies. With our 
dicks no longer being the focal point of sexual energy, | saw things in Dave that | had never realised before, 
and some of my own hang-ups were decreasing. For instance, | have an aversion to my hair being touched. It's 
one of the main reasons | decided to grow dreads last year. (It was either that or cutting my hair short, and 
there's no way | was doing that) Dreads suit me, and most of the time | wear a wrap anyway. With the usual 
sex acts out of the way, Dave and | would spend time touching each other in ways that were more 
psychological than physical, and soon enough, he managed to tear down my reserve. We hadn't reached the 
point where | would let him palm-roll my dreads or anything like that, but | was beginning to enjoy the feeling 
of Dave's fingers in my hair, and that was a major thing for me. Trust me. 


So we weren't allowed to touch each other's dicks, but there was no rule about touching our own unless climax 
was involved. But hell, as | watched Dave stroke himself to orgasm, | couldn't care less. He was so fucking hot. 
Hard muscles moving, flexing, hair like a fiery stream of lava against the dark carpet. When | felt he was close 
| bent over him and angled my head, opening my mouth. Dave tensed, shuddered, and came with a couple of 
strangled moans, shooting jets of pearly come straight into my mouth. 

| kissed his stomach. "Smoke?" 

His breathing deepened. "Yeah." 

"Where's the camera?" 

"Don't you fucking dare." 

"When | get that itch I'm like a son of a bitch." 


He sat up against a pillow. "Yeah, shut up and roll." 


| don't know why, but that made me laugh. Before long | was in fucking hysterics. | looked at Dave, his arched 


brow was epic, and that made me laugh even harder. 


"Stradlin... 

"Oh fuck," | sucked in air, on the verge of choking my way to an early grave. 

"Im thinking you've had enough of the whacky weed." 

‘It ain't weed," | curled against his body. "It's hash from the mountains of Afghanistan 

| don't care if its cocaine from Kathmandu, you've had enough." 

| smoothed my fingers down his cheek. "Why are you evil?" 

Our lips met in a soft kiss, and then he cupped the back of my head and deepened our kiss, and again, before 
letting go. "I'm not evil," he murmured, kissing me again, "but | don't want you stoned out of your skull tonight 
when we go to the Philharmonic." 

"| can't believe we're finally fucking doing this.” 

"Tell me about it. | may lose my shit when they perform ‘Who May Abide." 

"Dave Mustaine brought to his knees by Handel's ‘Messiah’. Who would have known" 

"HEY! George was badass," he sneered. 


| chuckled, running my fingers through his hair. "I'm sure the good Lord agrees." 


"Izzy," he rolled on top of me. "I'm too chill and happy right now to kick your butt, but make no mistake, that 
shit's coming, and it'll come so..fucking..hard." 


"Om muni muni mahamuni shakyamuniye svaha...” 
His nose twitched. 


* * * 


Over the course of my life I've seen a lot of shit. Darkened places where things have gone wrong. Disturbing 
places where things still are. | have learned that ghosts are real. They dwell within us, within the living 

memory of people who came before us. | stared at the pile of singles on my guitar case, pen in hand, and a 
great uncertainty crept over me like a ghoul-thing blown by the winds. It raised the hair on the back of my 


neck. 


"What are you doing?" | frowned at Dave. 


"Oh, this thing? Its called a camera | took your picture. You know, Stradlin, you're the reason why this country 


has to put directions on shampoo. 
"| don't like having my picture taken," | scribbled my signature on the cover. 
"I'm sorry, and by that | mean get over it! 

| grabbed the next single. "Just stop it. | don't want this moment immortalized" 


"Why?" 


"Why?" | echoed, snorting. "Look at me, I'm signing GNR records a year after | left!" 

"Yeah, so?" Dave sat down and crossed his legs. "Okay, what's really bugging you?" 

"Nothing man, just leave me be. | gotta finish this, FedEx'll be back to collect tomorrow." 

"Nope. That's not good enough. You're shutting me out again." 

"Have | given you any indication at all that | care?" 

"Don't fuck me with, Izzy." 

My eyes popped. "Really? Don't fuck with you? Wow. Okay, Dave, listen very fucking carefully. Don't think for 
one minute that just because we cohabit" | waved four fingers in quotation marks in front of his face, "that | 
owe you an explanation for how I'm feeling or what I'm thinking every goddamned minute of the day!" 

| made towards the door. Dave took one swift stride from behind and pulled me back into the room, 
disregarding my stream of oaths and frantic attempts to claw his hands away. He shut the door with a 
backward thrust of his foot. 


"| ASKED. What's bugging you?" 


| dropped on the couch and stared ahead, eyes glazing over in defeat. He sat next to me and folded his arms. 


Then his left knee moved slightly, nudging mine. 

"Why can't you leave me alone?" 

"Because you're not living in a silo here. You have a tendency to switch off and run away from people who 
care about you. We spend hours aligning our dharma and activating our fucking chakras but the minute Axl 
comes knocking, I'm a stranger. Do you have any idea how much that hurts? People say I'm cold but you take 


the fucking biscuit." 


| fired up a cigarette, hands trembling. "I didn't realize you were an expert on my life and how | should live it," | 


blew out smoke. *Please continue while | take notes. 
"God, | could slug you" 

"Why don't you? Oh yeah, David's your punching bag 

He shook his head. "I don't get nearly enough credit for not being a violent psychopath’ 


That made me laugh. "Shit. Okay, toast?" 


"Sure, why not," he scratched his arm. "Because toast makes sense right now” 

He followed me out to the kitchen where | grabbed a couple of slices of bread and put them in the toaster. | 
hoisted myself onto the bar and locked at Dave, who was leaning against the opposite worktop and tapping his 
fingers against the bottom cupboard 

"| hate it when we fight" 

He shrugged. "Frankly, I'm not sure what happened" 

"Come here” 

"You come here” 

"Okay, lII jump down" 

"You'll jump all three inches to the floor, Izzy? Wow" 

"and you take one stride towards me," | chuckled. ‘How's that?" 

"| think | can live with that" 

"Yeah? That's big of you, Mustaine. On the count of three. One.. Two." 


"JUST GET THE FUCK HERE ALREADY!" 


We bridged the gap between us and hugged. | pressed my mouth to his throat, his shoulder, and would have 
gladly absorbed Dave into my skin if | had known a way. 


‘lm sorry," | said remorsefully. "I don't mean to be cold" 
‘I'm sorry too," he held my face with both hands and kissed me. "Izzy, what's going on?" 


The toast popped up. | spread peanut butter on a slice and gave it to Dave. "Axl wants me to go to Montreal 


this weekend. You know, see the magic in motion, so to speak." 
'| see," he took a hearty bite. "Enter the grand unveiling of Pandora's box." 
| sighed. "Its not what you think” 


"What am | thinking?" 


"You know what you're thinking.’ 

"Yeah? That makes none of us." 

"Dave, stop being cute." 

| can't help it. It's the freckles." 

| chuckled. "Man, fuck peanut butter. Can | spread you on toast?" 

"Sure," he said, chewing. "I come in crunchy cool and mighty maple.” 

"Crunchy peanut butter? You might as well eat squirrel shit” 

He laughed hard. 

*** 

When | finished signing the singles | put them back in the box and addressed it to ‘Sweet dick of mine’ at 
Geffen Records. | also put a pack of Axl's favourite peppermint liquorice in it. | used to hate the shit but 
developed a taste for it over recent months, and now that | was singing lead with the Ju Ju Hounds | was 
beginning to appreciate Axl's remedies for vocal maintenance. Oh, sure, | could have asked James for helpful 
hints. Problem with that is that James and | had a nasty argument earlier in the year and things haven't been 
the same between us since. | saw Kirk more than | saw James, that should tell you something. The funny thing 
is that we didn't tell anyone about it, so people were still fucking assuming that we were best buds and knew 
everything about each other. It was awkward. Even Nikki didn't know, and Sixx was close to both of us. 


"Got an idea," Dave murmured, eyes glued to CNN. 


"You're gonna rethink your stance on immigration?” | lifted my eyebrow. "Seriously, do your pals in the 


Democratic Party have any idea how you feel about that shit?" 
"Take Sixx." 
"What?" | frowned. 


"Somewhere out there is a tree tirelessly producing oxygen for Nikki Sixx to breathe, and frankly | think Nikki 


owes it an apology. But he has his uses.” 
"Anything you wanna add to that?" | laughed. "Take Sixx where, babe? The Alamo?" 


"Montreal." 


"Why?" 


"Because otherwise you won't go," he said plainly. "You go through the motions of making all the arrangements 


but you'll come up with a frightful cold at the last minute." 

"What are you fucking clairvoyant?" 

"You don't want to deal with the emotional baggage of seeing them play live without you, and of course there's 
Duff. Remember him? Semi-literate Irish drunk you used to..cohabit with? Please don't misinterpret my tone as 
belittling, | do sympathize. Vaguely. Much as | feel Sixx would be better served as a urinal at the local charter 
of Hell's Angels, | know that you guys have a special friendship. Like Lassie and whats-his-face, the boy. He'll 
distract you, cheer you up, lick your face, etc." 

| tried to stifle my giggles and pretend to be pissed, but it wasn't working. Dave was a hell of a lot nicer to me 
about Duff than | ever was about David. Of course, that might have something to do with the fact that Dave 
treated "Junior" like shit whereas | hadn't spoken to Duff in almost a year. We often argued about the way he 
is with David and | didn't soften the blow with humour and witty repartee. That's simply not my style. 

"Okay," | said after a time. "I'll see if he's available, it's really short notice.” 

"Yeah, see if Sixx can take a break from writing that symphony." 

"lll call him," | said, dialling Nikki. 

A few rings later. "Hello Batman?" 

Great, it was Nikki's kid. "Hey Gunner. Is daddy there?" 

"Daddy no." 

"Mommy?" 

‘Mommy no." 

"Um, uncle Tommy?" 

“Tommy no. Batman?" 

It's Izzy. Is anyone there? Over 3 foot?" 


"| zzy!" 


"Yeah." 


"| zzy!" 
"Shit" 


Remember FUS? (Fucked up shit) Well, this right here is that. | have no idea why kids love me because | 
fucking hate their guts, but it's true. The diseased little fuckers latch on to me wherever | go like snot-nosed 
plague carrying fleas. Ugh. 


"Shit!" Gunner echoed. "Izzy come play!" 


"When your balls drop, dude. I'll teach you how to play guitar. Dave, something's not right. | don't think anyone 
is there with Gunner so l'm gonna pop over to see what's going on. Can you speak to him please, keep him 


engaged?" | held out the receiver. 
He rolled his eyes. "Sup kid? Daddy trip over his vom and crack open his skull?" 


| drove the short distance to Nikki's and keyed in the security code at the gate. Just as | expected, no one 
answered the front door and | tried to figure out how to break into the back of his house. This wasn't the 
first time | tried to break into Nikki's place, and the last time that happened | ran into Tommy and almost got 
my teeth kicked in But | enjoy challenges and had fun scoping the place out, checking which windows looked 
least secure and figuring out how to scale the pool house to get inside. | was just about to climb over a hedge 
when | heard a shuffling noise from the courtyard. | looked over my shoulder and saw Sixx with Gunner in his 


arms, cigarette dangling from his lips. 

"Izzy!" Gunner squeaked, pudgy arms flailing excitedly. 

| sighed with relief. "Nikki, where the fuck were you?" 

"Taking a shit," he frowned. "D'ya want a telegram the next time | feel the urge?" 


We headed towards the front door. "I tried to call you and Gunner answered. He seemed to be all alone and..| 


dunno man, | guess | was worried something happened." 


"Aw, that's touching," Nikki slammed the door shut and | followed him to the lounge. "Okay sweetie, you play 
with Barbie and the Count while daddy and uncle Iz get happy.” 


| barked out a laugh. "Barbie and the Count?" 


"Strange kid, huh," Nikki gave me a bottle of Jack and plopped on the couch. "No idea where he gets it from. | 
swear that kid has all the toys in the world but he always goes back to fuckin’ Barbie and that Sesame Street 
puppet. Ain't that right sweet pea?" he cooed at Gunner. "Who's daddy's little tequila worm? Who's gonna cost 
daddy a fortune in bail money and shrink fees one day? Yes, youl Daddy loves you so much.” 


| may have thrown up in my mouth a little bit. 


* * * 


One of my favourite things in the whole wide world is sleepy Dave. It's one of the few times he isn't guarded 
or snarky and he's as sweet and biddable as..Barbie. 


Of course, the trick is maintaining that twilight state between sleep and wakefulness, or things go back to 
normal. Don't get me wrong, | adore Dave in all his guises, but | have a special place in my heart for sleepy 
Dave. When | returned home hours later he was fast asleep. | took a quick shower and shuffled into bed, 
careful not to wake him. He stirred anyway and | pulled him into my arms and held his head to my heart. 


"j2" 
"Shhh. Sleep." 


"Sixx." 


| brushed some hair off his forehead, running the backs of my fingers down his cheek. "He's coming with me," | 


said quietly. "We're flying out Thursday." 

"Mm. lz" 

"Yes?" 

He looked up from my chest. "Let's go Trans-Siberian Railway." 

"What?" 

He swallowed thickly. "You, me and a balalaika" 

| smiled softly and kissed his head. "I like the sound of that." 

| closed my eyes and relaxed into sleep. 

Suddenly, my breath hitched, and | was filled with the haunting balalaikas from the film score to ‘Doctor 
Zhivago'. | lifted Dave's fingers to my lips, kissing the calloused tips, and for one mad moment | imagined an 
entire orchestra of balalaikas spilling out of his fingers. It was insanely beautiful, like poetry and seduction and 
light and shadow and the sharpest pleasure | had ever known, the crescendo sweeping through his skin and 
over mine like warm water. | snapped out of my trance to find Dave leaning over me. His shimmering eyes 


fluttered through my memory, and | shivered, shaken by a thousand terrors. Then his lips were wild and 


yearning, eagerly devouring mine. 


Cocoon 


| looked at the people around me and wondered why they're here. Not in a mean way. In a curious way. | have 
always lived in a one-by-one box of bone no one can penetrate. As a child, | would run away from the beatings 
and thought that if | ran far enough and fast enough then any moment | would reach my true home. | simply 
did not belong among people. Then | learned there is nothing romantic about being young and angry, or even 
about turning that anger into art. Do you know what alienation does? If it doesn't kill you it destroys you 
anyway, and you live cocooned in whatever wilderness or sitting shitting on a madhouse can. And yet despite all 
evidences of being c-c-c-cool there is a morbid lunatic thrashing about inside me. | put my hands up, pressing 
my palms against my eyes. | fucking wish | hadn't taken all those sleeping pills..but without them | would never 


sleep. 


Sleep can be a form of emotional escape, but if you ask me, sleep deprivation can also be an abusable escape. 
I'm into that. My head drooped and someone elbowed me. 

Axl, they say. | frowned a little, adjusting my fur coat and burying deeper into the cocoon, Suddenly | laughed 
at myself, and the sheep around me laughed too. 


"What are we doing later?" Stephanie purred. 
"| have the next couple of minutes planned. After that it's darkness and dragons." 


Again, with the laugh. Again, with the blah. Again, with the bullshit There is a fire burning within me but all 
people see are wisps of smoke. When you're surrounded by sycophants it can be lonelier than isolation And God 
am | lonely. I'm lonely in cold colours of blues and greens. I'm lonely in false fucking faces. Rip a hole in the 


centre of the universe lonely. Because | suffer from a nostalgia for which there is no remedy. 
My head slumped in defeat. 


* eK 


| looked up as he came toward the light. He was so..l took a deep breath. How is it that you think you know 

somebody and suddenly see them for something else entirely? | guess it happens. When his eyes landed on me 
he mouthed the word fuck and began tugging the t-shirt over his head as he toed off his boots at the same 
time. | watched him toss the garment over the chair and kick his boots out of the way toward the end of the 


bed. | reached for the button on his jeans and he held my chin up, eyes narrowing. 


| think he was trying to figure out if | had taken anything. | gave him a look that said, enough Please. Just..use 
me. Put your dick in my mouth. Put it in my ass. Do whatever you want to me. Please? Let me feel something, 


anything. Please. Swallow me as the ocean swallows a grain of salt. | am ripe for it. Cant you see? Can't you? 


He combed this fingers through my hair. Working quickly, | tugged the zipper down and glanced up, taking in all 
the ridges and depressions in his chest and stomach. My gaze lingered, before sliding down the trail of downy 


hair that disappeared into the jeans | worked to rid him of. | felt like an animal, a dopey animal, and animals 
don't know shame, do they? | slid my fingers in the waistband of his briefs and tugged them along with the 


denim down his legs. His fingers slid across my scalp and fisted in my hair. 
"Axl, are you sure?" 
The very first part in healing is shattering the silence. "Yes." 


| wrapped my fingers around him and slowly stroked him from base to tip, while placing soft kisses along his 
thighs. The muscles of his stomach tightened and | suckled on the flared crown of his dick, taking my time 
exploring every vein on that thick shaft before tonguing the slit. | have wanted him for so long... It was 
inevitable, y'know? Have you ever had the feeling that you're hurtling headfirst into a situation where you feel 
powerless to resist? Gagged and space-bound. Gods be fucked. Yeah, this is that. 


| dropped my head and devoured him in one swift motion, loosening my jaw as | swallowed him to the back of 
my throat. He gasped, and the fingers in my hair tightened, stinging my scalp. Mm. | liked it when he pulled my 
hair. His hips thrust forward, driving that long dick farther down my throat, cutting off my air. My throat 
constricted around the invasion. | wasn't used to deep-throating. He quickened his rhythm, thrusting deep as he 
plundered my mouth. Only a few moments passed, and he was close. | think. | felt his balls draw tight against 
his body. | squeezed the base of his shaft tightly and then reluctantly pulled off his cock. His eyes glazed for a 


second. 

"| want this in me." 

"Yeah?" his ragged breath hitched on what sounded like both a question and a plea 
"Do you want me?" | angled my head. 

Of course he fucking wanted me. 


"God, yes," he ran his fingers through my hair and pulled me up heatedly. "I want your ass right now," he 
rasped against my ear. "So fucking bad" 


* eK 


| curled up in the bay window and looked out at the hotel pool. Duff and Linda were going at it in the Jacuzzi. 
Slash joined them, and before long Duff's blushing bride was being spit-roasted by my bandmates. | kind of 
wanted to join in but between my sore ass and Stephanie's pussy | decided to watch. | swirled the brandy in 
my cup and looked at Slash jerking into Linda's mouth. Sometimes | look in the mirror and have no idea who is 
staring back at me. Other times | can remember who | am and why l'm doing it and there's a brief serenity 


there before it all goes to fucking shit. 


"Ax? 


It was Gilby, standing by the door. "How'd you get in?" 

"Brice said it was okay," he shrugged. "You drinkin! man?" 

"It happens." 

"Can | have some?" he sat on the other side of the bay. 

| almost resented the way Gilby insinuated himself into my space. "Okay." 

He grabbed the bottle and swallowed a mouthful. "Whoa, check out the performance!" 
"lam." 

He adjusted his legs. "So, um, we still on tomorrow?" 

| took a deep breath. "That bitch can really take it. | wonder who comes first" 
"My money's on Slash." 

“That's a wise investment." 


He took another swig of brandy. "So tomorrow man, did you wanna have a run-through of the new fade-in 


checks with Metallica before or after we meet the press?" 


"Metallica," | murmured. "Remind me? Oh yes. Gilby, tell me something. Have you ever just looked at someone 


and knew the wheel was turring but the hamster was dead?" 
"Hah. Who are we talking about here, Kirk?" 

"What?" 

"Uh," he rubbed his jaw. "The hamster? Sorry, | thought you were talking about Kirk" 


My tongue curled behind my teeth. "No. | am never talking about Metallica, Because to talk about Metallica 


suggests an interest in Metallica And he's done." 
Gilby looked out at the splashing display in the Jacuzzi. "Hey," he chuckled. "Home run!" 
| stared at Gilby's dark hair. It fell down to his shoulders and was real shiny, like the promises in magazines. In 


a certain light he looked a bit like Izzy. | sipped brandy and imagined unseen and impassable walls between 
Montreal and Los Angeles, knowing that the moment | see Izzy they'd crumble away, too absorbed in the fetid 


detail of the moment to notice my heart breaking, before it mends and breaks again, when he leaves. 


* * 

He fiddled with the top sheet on the bed, rubbing the soft fabric between his fingers. | watched his fingers 
move and the memory of last night burned in my mind. The way he smelled, the way his lips moved against 
mine when we kissed, and the way his hard body fit perfectly against my own. | scooted over and rested 
against the headboard, avoiding eye contact. | didn't like to look him in the eyes. His cock was barely covered by 
a thin sheet and his long hair was tousled from sleep. Fuck, what an image. 


"You needed more time, huh?" 


| was diagnosed with severe damage to my vocal chords last month, so we had to cancel a few shows before 


reconvening here in Montreal. | presume that's what he meant. 

| shrugged. "I wish | had time for the nervous breakdown | deserve." 

"Well, a lack of planning on your part doesn't constitute an emergency on mine." 

| snorted. "Your ass must get jealous from all the shit that comes out your mouth." 

"Yeah? If you don't like what I'm saying Axl you'd fuckin’ hate what I'm thinking." 

"Y'know, | didn't come here to talk." 

"Oh?" 

Seriously, fuck off" 

"Sorry to break it to you but this is my room. You fuck off. Unless of course you want to have sex, which | 
suppose we could pretend for another fifteen minutes isn't the reason why you came knocking in the first 
place. l'm cool either way." 

| didn't fucking care. "I'm too beat to do anything. | want to hear your voice." 

| couldn't help but slide my hand inside my briefs and curl my fingers around my dick as | listened to the 
cadence of his voice. | had no idea what he was yapping about. Oh, he was talking about pyro and stage lighting, 
and something about somebody's rig messing up the equalizers on his own, and some shit about the press 
conference tomorrow. 


"Okay look, changed my mind. Shut up." 


He sighed and told me to put out or get out. 


Nice. | suggested that we jerk each other off, then I'll leave. He said okay and nipped my ear, slowly running his 
fingers down my chest and abdomen. | was hopelessly in lust with this man. | needed this. | needed these stolen 
moments. | needed the furtive glances he shot my way when he thought no one else was looking. 


"We're playing with fire," he breathed against my lips. 


"| am fire." 


Protect more cof your memories fgr less! 


Every moment with him is like a dive into the forbidden deep. 


His cock was as hard as fucking stone and beading at the tip. My hand kept a slow and steady pace while he 
stroked me in a similar way, and it felt amazing. just being able to be so open. | moaned and he caught my 
bottom lip between his teeth, seeking my tongue. We kissed and he tightened his grip around my dick. He was 
such a fucking great kisser. We stroked each other faster and harder and | added a little twist of my wrist in 
just the right spot. With his free hand, he slid his palm to my balls and began tugging and playing with the 


sensitive sac. | arched into him like a leopard. 


"Yes..ung, fuck, that's..amazing, don't fucking stop." 


We kissed again, deeper this time as our hands sped up and we groaned into each other's mouths, trying to 


keep as quiet as we could. 


My orgasm built so fucking fast | didn't know how much longer | could hold off. | was absolutely going to blow. | 
was absolutely going to scream. He quickened the pace and | pushed up into his fist. A light sheen of sweat 
coated his skin as he strained to hold back his own release, and | pumped him furiously now, devouring his 
mouth as we tumbled over the edge together. | cried his name and our dicks jerked, shooting creamy ribbons 
of liquid heat over our fists and onto the sheets and over each other. 


"So good, Ax..so fucking good," he gasped. 


| moaned in response, out of breath, and stroked his sensitive cock one last time, listening to his heavy 


breathing. We both remained silent for a little while. 


He broke the silence. "You shouted my name. | guess | don't have to ask if it was good for you too, huh," his 
voice was huskier than before and slightly sluggish. 


"Yeah, it was real good" 

"You're a spectacular sight when you come" 

His words sent a shiver across my body and took root in my clouded mind, 
He stroked my face. It was odd. We weren't usually tender with each other. 


| pulled his hand from my face and pressed it flat against my chest. He toyed with my nipple piercing and 
smiled. | leaned back and slanted my head so all | could see were the stars in the sky. | was actually looking 
back inside my head with my eyes shut, but lying in silvery semi-darkness made me feel good. | felt safe here. 
| could feel it right down to my bones. It was one of those moments when everything is so perfect and so 
wonderful that you almost feel sad, because you know it would have to end. | would have to go. Dragged back 
into the hell of this schizo-tour, snarling and spitting and walking around on curled knuckles. But he didn't ask 
me to leave. Instead, his fingers traced my tattoos and | became entranced by the soft glow on his skin. By the 


compassion in his eyes. | took his compassion into myself and soaked in the peace that came with it. 


Moments bled into hours and | noticed the sun coming up, the sky a mess of reds and bruises. | rolled over on 


my stomach and my sleepy eyes blinked in the sunlight. 


Déja Poo 
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There is a strange liquid tranquillity in dawn as the night rushes headlong into the blinding light of day. | got 
out of bed and peeped through the blinds, yawning. The period between four and six in the morning is called the 
Brahmamuburta, the Brahmic time, or divine period, and is considered a sacred time to meditate. | lit a cone of 
incense and kissed Dave awake. He was wrapped in quilts and there was a star of light drifting above him. Or 
maybe | imagined the star. You know how | feel about sleepy Dave, | could eat him alive. We kneeled by our 
shrine in the bedroom terrace and mediated for 20 minutes. We have our morning routine down to a tee. 
After meditating, Dave attends to his morning workout, pumping weights and using the gym equipment in his 
basement while | go out for a run Then we shower together and have breakfast. Sometimes we mix it up a bit 
and Dave joins me for a run along the promenade, other times | use the machines with him. Some mornings, if 
Dave's schedule allows, he comes along to the beach with me and | teach him how to surf or he gives me a 
lesson in Taekwondo. Occasionally we say fuck it to the usual routine and stay in bed having the kind of sex 
that levels mountains until our hearts momentarily stop. When | feel Dave's excitement about life flaring next 


to mine, it makes me giddy, like | could take off from the ground at any second. 
Dave and | were happy and healthy together. We were good for each other. But | have long learned that what 


screws us up most in life is the picture in our head of how love is supposed to be, so | don't dwell on the 


picture. | live in the moment. 
"What?" he asked over breakfast. 
| snorted softly. "Man, we're old farts." 


"Why? Because we're not pissing our pants or throwing up over each other? ‘Yeah dude, this shit is happening. 
I'm so fuckin’ wasted right now | banged the dog, haha, yeah." 


| laughed. "That sounds disturbingly familiar.” 


"Dude, that was Slash! | actually remember that night in Donington. August 20th, 1988. Pretty unbelievable 
considering the rest of that tour is a fucking blackout. Happy days." 


"Happy dog." 


He snickered. "So when's Sixx picking you up?" 


"Ten o'clock." 


He grunted. "Doesn't he have a chauffeur? Who knows what that fucker is metabolising. Maybe you should be 
the one behind the wheel." 


"Nikki is the safest driver | know." 
"Say what?" 


"Oh yeah. Since Vince crashed into a vehicle and killed Razzle back in ‘84? Trust me, that shit traumatised the 


Crue. He has a chauffeur for when he goes out drinking" 

"So every night. If he shows up hungover I'm not letting you into a car with him" 
"Dave." 

P 

"That's cute" 

"I'm not sure why that's cute, but okay. Wait, why aren't you driving?" 

| rolled my eyes. "Because Nikki won't get into my quote, unquote, battered Camaro" 


"Yeah, well, | sympathise with that. You need a new set of wheels, Izzy. Oh man, | can't wait to get my hands 
on that beautiful ‘18 Firebird Trans Am." 


"Why? So | can show the world how rich | am? Fuck that. I'd rather spend my cash on guitars and bikes. 
Besides, | love my Camaro. We've been through a lot together.” 


Suddenly he frowned, spreading Nutella on toast. "I just realized something." 
"Pray tell" 

"Who's gonna suck my dick tomorrow morning?" 

"Your wife? You're going to Pam's aren't you?" 

"It ain't the same," he looked genuinely bummed. 


"Well, it warms my heart to know that I'll be missed My mouth, at least.” 


"Your ass, too." 

| grinned and helped myself to another pancake. 

".and your hands. They work magic, and l'm not talkin’ solos here." 
| dropped my knife. "Oh, Mustaine, the lovel You're killing me here." 
Dave's voice was smoky with emotion. "You have no idea 

"What?" 

"How much l'm gonna miss you, baby." 


| swallowed hard. | don't think Dave realized how much | was going to miss him either. The doorbell snapped us 


out of our moment and | glanced at my watch. 

"That can't be Sixx. Too early. I'll see who it is.” 

| sprinted over to the front door and swung it open. My eyes lit up. 

"David!" | hugged him. 

"So | guess you missed me, huh?" he chuckled. 

"Come in dude, we're just finishing up breakfast. Did you have a nice time?" 

| had a great time," he followed me into the kitchen. "Almost didn't come back! lim not looking forward to going 
on tour. | mean, l'm looking forward to playing the new stuff and meeting fans but not talking to the press, oh 
hey Dave, and all the rest of it” 

"Don't be a whiny little shit" 

"Just telling it like it is," David helped himself to a pancake. 

Dave gave him a once over. "You look good, Junior. The extra weight agrees with you." 

"Gee, thanks. So lz, Dave tells me you're finally catching a GNR-Met show. Way to go." 


| lifted my eyebrow. "Oh, finally, huh Dave?" 


"Yes. | see no reason to sugar-coat the facts." 


David winked at me. "Because sometimes life with you requires a little sweetening. 

"Let me check my giveashitometer," Dave collected our plates. "Nope, nothing.’ 

"Love you, Dave." 

"That's sweet, Junior. | love me too. Coffee?" 

"Yes please," he smiled wearily. 

Dave poured him a cup of coffee. "Would you like some arsenic with that?" 

"You're all the poison | need, thanks." 

They exchanged smiles. 

"Okay," | lit a cigarette. "So | really gotta ask you guys. How do you do it?" 

te 

"Yeah," | put my foot on the opposite chair. "Its obvious that you still love each other. Come on, don't look at 
me like that. Let's keep it real. | know you work well together. I've seen it, and yeah you bicker all the time, but 
that's natural. So I'm about to see Duff for the first time in almost a year. What do | do? Insult him? Is that 
how this shit works?" 

David cleared his throat. "Man," he hesitated. "Just..do what feels natural.” 

"Yeah? What if doing what feels natural means fucking him?" 

"Uh," he glanced at Dave and grabbed his coffee. "lm gonna let you guys talk it out” 

David left the kitchen, leaving Dave and | alone staring at each other. 

"What brought this on?" he asked quietly. 

| shrugged. "Honestly? Watching you and David" 


"There is nothing going on between me and Junior." 


| blew out smoke. "I'm not accusing you of anything. | am asking how two people who love each other manage to 


avoid doing ‘what feels natural. Simple." 


He heaved a sigh. "Izzy." 


"Dave, we owe each other the truth. You still love him, and he loves you. That much is clear. | know why you 
split up and l'm not saying you're carrying on behind my back. | know you're not. | trust you. But | need to 
know how you maintain the status quo." 

"Why now?" he shook his head. "Why now, Izzy, forty minutes before you gotta go?" 

"It wasn't planned." 

"It ain't fair!" 

"Try." 

"Fucking hell," he sighed again. "Okay, | do love Junior. | never hid that from you. | never pretended to be 
completely over him, because frankly I'm not sure that's even possible. When you love someone as much as | 
love Junior and you love Duff, it stays with you." 

His words crushed my ribcage. "That's. just great," | got out of there and went upstairs. 

| managed to lock the door to the bedroom before Dave caught up with me. 

‘zy, come on! Let me finish before you fucking jump to conclusions!" 

| dropped my ass to the floor and facepalmed. 

He banged on the door. "zzy! Open the door or HI kick it open!" 


| relented and then sat on the bed. Dave closed the door and looked at me. 


"| didn't ask to have this conversation right now. But you simply can't take one half of a conversation and make 


up the other half in your head. That's not how this works." 
| met his eyes. "Well, hearing you say that you're not over David was a shock" 


‘Oh, and you avoiding the guys all these months because you're too chickenshit to face Duff has been fun and 


games for me," he sat down and took a deep breath. 
"Dave-" 


"Shut up and listen. Just shut the fuck up and let me finish before | fucking lose it," he rubbed his eyes. "I do 
love David. He is the one person on the planet who accepts me as | am. Who doesn't try to change me. Who 
doesn't try to tame me. Who doesn't try to stifle me. But the romantic love is dead. | can't remember a time 


when we were happy. | can't remember the last time we had sex without tears or fighting or the sheets being 


stained with blood or other bodily fluids because one of us had a nosebleed or was too fucked to disregard our 
own shit and vomit. When junkies make love. Not so glamorous after all. You have no idea what it's like being in 
a relationship with another smackhead, we brought out the worst in each other. Then he fucking got clean and 
left me hanging. | do not want to get back together with Junior. Do you understand me, Izzy? Because | can't 
emphasize that shit enough. | do not want him back" 

| remained silent, taking it all in 

"Well? Do you have anything to say at all?" 

| shrugged. "I don't know. Thanks, | guess." 

"For what?" he sounded annoyed. 

| sighed. "Give me a break, Dave, we've never discussed this stuff before. Forgive me for being a little rattled. | 
didn't mean to push you into having this conversation. You know me better than that, man. | was just trying to 
figure out how you guys can be in committed relationships with other people when you still love each other. 


l'm sorry." 


He took a deep breath. "Don't be. We're both on edge. | have no idea what l'm gonna do without you over the 
next few days." 


| picked at my denims. "Guess it's the first time we'll be away from each other since.." 
He kissed my shoulder. "We got serious?" 

| nodded. 

"Oh Iz," he smiled. "You're actually blushing." 

"Don't be ridiculous," | frowned. 

He nuzzled my neck and kissed the spot under my ear. "You're blushing.’ 

| shivered under his touch. "No..l'm not" 

He snorted softly, smiling. "I wanna tell you something, Stradlin" 

| met his eyes. "What?" 

"You are the smartest, sexiest, most beautiful thing | have ever fucked." 


"Hah. That's true love, right there." 


"What? That is true love. You make me the perfect mixture of happy and horny." 
"Yeah, it's all sweet and innocent until someone gets an erection" 


"C'mere," he chuckled, lying back and pulling me into his arms. | smoothed my palm over his chest while he 


kissed the top of my head and stroked my back | sighed happily. 
"You were right," | murmured after a while 

"OF course | was," he said, and then lifted my chin "About what?" 
"Us. Remember last year, in Dallas, when we met up and-" 

"| remember that time. Trust me" 

"You said we'd make each other happy. We do, don't we" 

It wasn't a question 


"We do," he kissed me and turned onto his side, looking into my eyes. "Izzy," he twisted his fingers around one 
of my dreads. "I'm in love with you. You know that, right?" 


| felt my chest constrict. We stared at each other and the tiny space between us felt hot. 

"You are?" 

He nodded, intense hazel eyes searching mine. | ran my fingers through his heavy hair and kissed him slowly, 
deeply. | tried to speak, but his words had taken my breath away. He stroked the back of my neck and | lifted 
my leg over his thigh, bringing him closer. 

"So..does this mean you want to be my boyfriend?" 

"Meh," he squeezed my ass. "Cohabiter is kind of growing on me." 

| narrowed my eyes. "How about fuck buddy?" 

He pinned me underneath him. "How about sex slave?" 


"How ‘bout you kiss my ass motherfucker?" 


He dipped his head and laughed. | hugged him to me, savouring his scent, memorising every particle of that 


heady perfume so that | could take it with me to Montreal and conjure Dave into myself whenever | wanted. 


"You love me, huh?" | could scarcely believe it. 

"Yeah, you dopey fuck How do you feel about me?" 

| moved my leg against his crotch teasingly. "I love your dick" 

His breathing hitched. "Oh yeah?" 

| unzipped his pants and reached into his briefs. "Yeah." 

‘Only my dick?" 

| extended my hand and rolled his balls between my fingers. "These too." 
He moaned and buried into my shoulder. "Yeah?" 

‘Mmhm," | licked my thumb, getting it all wet, and then rubbed it over his cockhead, 
‘Izzy, | hate you." 

"But you really want to fuck me. Don't you?" 

He groaned. "Why are you torturing me?" 

"Because it gives me pleasure," | stroked him faster. "Want me to suck it?" 
Knock at the door. "Uh, sorry guys. Nkki is here." 

"Be out in a minute!" 

"No fucking way. JUNIOR! Give Sixx a drink and tell him to fucking wait" 
‘Sure thing." 


| was on my hands and knees with my jeans down my thighs within seconds. "No, Izzy. | don't want you to suck 


it. | want to fuck you so hard you won't be able to sit for days." 


Dave reached for the lube and | grinned into the pillow, feeling light-headed. But before long | wasn't grinning 


anymore, and my smiles were replaced with throaty moans. 


"Damn! That's a fine ass, Mustaine." 


We both jumped up to see Nikki leaning against the wall smirking at us. | quickly pulled my arm around Dave 
who was halfway out the bed charging towards Nikki. 


"GET THE FUCK OUT OF HERE BEFORE | EVISCERATE YOU!" 


"Aw, that's so cute! So anyway, much as | hate to get in the way of a good fuck and hate even more to miss 


a chance to watch you getting fucked, Izzy, we have a plane to catch." 

"Jesus Christ. Give us a sec, okay?" 

Nikki pointed his finger at us. "No fucky fucky. | can't make that any clearer." 

"Loud and clear," | chuckled. 

"We gotta catch a plane to keya-nada. See what | did there? Keya-nada‘" 

| grinned as the door closed, and then looked at Dave. "Babe he's got a point." 

"Yeah, well," he zipped his pants up irritably. "Thats taken care of my situation” 

| stroked my dick lazily. "What about mine?" 

* * * 

On the plane, fuelled by bourbon and mild oxygen deprivation, Nikki and | fucking lost it. We laughed for about 
twenty minutes straight and it reached the point where we were rolling down the aisle in abject hysterics. An 
air marshal escorted us back to First Class and told us to keep it together or our next escort would be a 
sullen Mounty called Jean-Pierre. That made us howl even harder, so we locked ourselves in the toilet with a 
bottle of Jim Beam. | had recently completed probation for urinating in public aboard an airplane and Nikki was 
in trouble with the law fucking everywhere in the northern hemisphere. So we decided to contain ourselves, 
literally. 

"Dude, I'm horny," | said, swigging bourbon. "It's all your fault" 

Nikki held up a can of air freshener suggestively and we burst out laughing again. 


"Ya know, Izzy, fantasizing about you is the best sex | never had" 


| made a sound of disgust in the back of my throat. "Holy fuckballs, Sixx. You make me sick But then | 
remember | have a big dick and it makes everything better." 


"C'mon, lzzy-bell. Spice it up," he stuck his tongue in his cheek and mimiced a blowjob. 


"You spice it up, bitch." 

"Nuh uh. We go together, baby. Like drunk and disorderly." 

We ended up puking our guts up in an alley three blocks away from the Ritz-Carlton in Montreal. | simply 
wasn't used to drinking like that anymore, and who knows what else Nikki had in his system. He retrieved the 
air freshener he stole from the plane and started spraying that shit all around us and lighting the aerosol can 
on fire. We were totally fucking blotto and in hysterics once again. And then | tried to piss and couldn't aim so 
ended up pissing my pants. Nikki was on the receiving end of my golden shower too. Now all | needed was a 
frisky dog and | was all set. Rock and roll motherfuckas. 

The thought of what | was about to face and the condition | was in made me emotional and | soon collapsed in 
a shattered heap. What a colossal mess. | thanked God that Dave wasn't there to see me like this, sprawled in 
the gutter, staring into a brackish puddle of my own piss. Buddhism? | never felt like a bigger fake in my life. 
Nikki rubbed the small of my back as we sat on the curb. "Dude, look at the funny side." 

“There's a funny side?" | sniffed. 

"Sure," he giggled. "Seven years later and we're still fucked in a back alley.’ 

My shoulders shook with laughter. "Stop it.Nik, | can't laugh anymore. It hurts." 

"Oh brother," he sighed. “Alright, let's focus here. Our limo is right there. The hotel is just around the corner. 
So here's what we're gonna do. Since |'m..mostly piss and puke free, I'll check us both in while you stay in the 
car. Then I'll come out and get you. We'll go straight to your room and get you cleaned up before anyone sees 


you. How's that?" 


"Nikki, this is us!" | said, on the verge of hysteria. "You just know fucking Duff will be there the second | walk 
into the lobby. Oh man, there's puke in my dreads," | whined. 


"The lobby? Are you mad? That's what the service entrance is for.” 

"Fuck, man. | got a déjà poo” 

He frowned. "You gotta shit?" 

| burst out laughing. *No..fuck. Déjà poo. The feeling that we've done this crap before” 
"We probably have," he chuckled. "C'mon bro, let's get you outta here” 


He helped me up and we staggered back to the limo. 


"Nikki why is it that | always get totally fucked when Im with you?" 
"Just lucky, | guess" 

"Yeah, fuck you. Really fucking hard” 

"Sure babe, after you wash 


| rolled my eyes and got into the limo. It was equipped with all the usual bells and whistles like plush leather 
seating around the perimeter, multimedia player, starlight ceiling and a fully licensed bar. The moment we got 
in Nikki poured us a couple of shots of tequila Because we weren't fucked enough. | downed mine anyway, 
swallowing back the sickness. The Ritz-Carlton was situated on a beautiful leafy boulevard that was packed 
with legions of fans, a snaking idolatrous crowd clamouring for any sign of Guns N' Roses and Metallica. Some 
of the fans were carrying posters with the usual messages, but as we drove further down the boulevard | 
spotted other signs of a more sinister nature that sent shivers down my spine. Kill Axl Pose, Burn Hetfield 
Burn Gun Down Those Gunners, and most chillingly, Lars, I Should Have Been You. 


Nikki and | exchanged dazed looks. There had never been any animosity between the bands when | was in GNR. 
An element of competition was to be expected given the nature of the tour and the way ‘Use Your Illusion’ and 
‘Metallica’ were still battling it out in the charts, but this was something else. The eerie monotone drone from 
the crowds revealed the tense reality of what had become an ugly rivalry between the bands, and | was 

beginning to understand why James had been cold and distant all these months and why Axl point blank refused 
to talk about Metallica. 


* * * 


Our plan was successful and | managed to sneak into the hotel and into my room without further ado. | took a 
long shower and let the hot, fragrant steam soothe my aching muscles. Then | carefully blow-dried my dreads, 
put on a clean white shirt and jeans and sat by the window, smoking. Looking out at the multitudes of fans 
camped outside the hotel and the riot police sporting batons and shields, | had never felt more confident that | 
made the right decision to leave GNR at absolutely the right time. 


| couldn't imagine what it felt like being cooped up in a gilded cage like that, not being able to go out or do 
anything without bodyguards following you around. Axl and Slash had a couple of bodyguards each, and | 
wondered how the forced isolation and segregation affected their mental wellbeing. Knowing Slash, he masked it 
behind a veil of booze and drugs. But | had never known Axl to abuse anything beyond the odd Valium or Xanax, 
and it worried me. | stubbed out my cigarette, remembering his words. You'll always be a member of Guns N 


Roses. A smile curled the corners of my lips. | guess it was time to test the courage of my convictions. 


Patting down my jeans to ensure | had my wallet and cigarettes, | stalled by the phone. The urgency with 
which | wanted to pick it up and call Dave surprised me. Was | in love with him? Well, | longed for him in a way 
that told me | was in serious fucking trouble. But there would be plenty of time to call Dave later, when | had 
something more to report besides ‘hey man, guess what, | got wasted and peed on Nikki’. Yeah. 


* eK 


The lift opened on the Sth floor and | was immediately struck by the silence. | don't know what | was expecting 
exactly, but during my time with GNR you could hear the commotion from the lobby. If the press was 
anything to go by they were having parties 24/1. As | turned a corner two fierce-looking bodyguards stopped 


me. They carried compact semi-automatics and radio devices wired with handsfree earpieces. 
"The tth floor is off-limits, sir. l'm going to need you to vacate the area" 

‘Im Izzy Stradlin. | used to be in GNR." 

"One moment, sir," the bodyguard turned to his associate and whispered something. 


| raised my eyebrow. "Uh, did you hear what | said? | used to be in the band. They're expecting me," | moved 
to leave and was immediately blocked. 


"No one is allowed access without the express permission of the band or their management, sir. I'll see if 


someone is available to verify your identity.” 

"Where the hell is Doug? Just get his ass out here," | fired up a cig. 

His eyes narrowed. "You know their manager?" 

| blew out smoke. "You're not hearing me are ya?" 

A head of curls whizzed towards me. "You made it!" 

Slash and | fell over each other in an epic embrace and straightened up with a chuckle. 
He grinned at the bodyguard. "It's ma man Iz! Don't give him shit 

"You're free to go, sir," he moved out of the way. 


Slash and | wandered down the corridor. When we were out of earshot we burst out laughing and | held his 


face with both hands, looking into his eyes. My smile faded. 
"Fuck, no," | groaned, shaking my head. "You're still using that shit, bro. Why?" 


He gripped my collar. "C'mon, man. Chill. When the phoenix resurrects from the flames, she's stronger and even 


more beautiful than before. I've learned my lesson" 


"Yeah..'m sorry, man," | pulled my arm around him and we continued walking. "| couldn't hear you over the little 


voice in my head screaming ‘what a load of crap!" 
He threw his head back and laughed. "There's medicine for that, y'know. Ask Ax for his." 


"Speak of the devil, this is where | get off," | motioned to room 420. "Figuratively.” 


"Good luck with that. Can we have a non-figurative chat later? | know you've got a lot on your plate with Ax 


and Duff, who's AWOL by the way, and then there's James." 

"Fuck James. Whaddya mean Duff's AWOL?" 

"No one's seen him since last night. Probably crashed somewhere and sleeping it off." 

"Okay. We'll catch up later, alright?" 

"Sure," he pulled me into his arms. "I missed you, lz" 

| kissed his head. "Missed you too, bro. Seeya later." 

Slash roamed down the corridor and | was all alone again. The silence was deafening. 

| paused at the door, shut my eyes, took a deep breath, and knocked. A few moments later the door opened to 
reveal Axl's shimmering eyes. He leaned against the doorframe and crossed his arms over his chest, giving me 
a slow once over. 

"You're here." 

A small smile played about my lips. "You gonna let me in?" 


He chewed his bottom lip and moved away from the door. 


| closed it behind me and stared at the numerous candle flames licking at the darkness as | sank deeper into 


another world, an underworld, it seemed. 

"Your eyes will adjust," he said, casting a quick glance over his shoulder. 

| followed him into the suite and stopped dead. There, in the middle of the lounge, | squinted at the 
unmistakable shape of a tent. It had what looked like fibreglass poles and two side windows with mesh venting 
and roll-down curtains and zippers. My mouth dropped open So that's what those zipping sounds were when we 
spoke on the phone. 


"What's with the tent, man?" 


He ran a hand over the fabric. "During the day, | don't believe in ghosts. But at night I'm a little more open- 
minded," he shrugged. "It makes me feel safe. Wanna try it?" 


| nodded. "Sure." 


We climbed into the tent and he switched on a flashlight. Inside it was more spacious than it looked on the 


outside, and there were cushions and other stuff thrown about like a bottle of water and a notepad. It was 
evident that Axl used this place as a kind of fortress, and it probably travelled with him wherever he went. 
The one constant in his ever-changing surroundings. | looked into Axl's eyes and realized that the past is never 
quite where you think you left it. | told him about the journey of fear and loathing from Los Angeles and 
spared no detail of how pathetic | was. That got us to talking about old times and we laughed some and 
gradually opened up. We kept gazing into each other's eyes and having the kind of silent communication we had 
lost over the years, as if now that we were no longer constrained by circumstances we could flourish within 


our own set of loyalties. It felt good to belong to each other again, in our gentle way. 

| could tell there was a lot he wasn't telling me though, and every time | tried to sway the conversation over 
to Metallica he would talk to me about the band and past-life regression and other stuff he knew | would be 
interested in. | told him to stop bullshitting me and tell me what was going on. Sometimes words between true 
friends have to be sharp, straight and blunt like a knife. Sometimes they can hurt like hell, but that's the only 
way to let the blood run clean. He looked at me and then his eyes fluttered shut, lashes coppery lines against 
his pale, fragile skin It occurred to me that Axl had never looked more beautiful to me. | reached out and 
kissed him softly on the lips. | don't know what | was thinking, except that | wasn't thinking at all, and when Axl 
responded to me and deepened our kiss | realized there was nothing sexual about it. Just two estranged souls 
reconnecting, kissing away the devils, kissing away the pain. We gradually let go of each other and | held him in 
my arms. Axl covered us with a light quilt and we lay embraced, connected, the wound cauterised and clean. 
"Tell me something," | murmured after a while. "Something you haven't told anyone." 

He propped up on his elbow and smiled enigmatically. 

"Man, now | really wanna hear it” 

"Your head would explode." 

"Yeah? Go on..." 

"Okay, but I'm telling you on my terms." 

"Ax, when do you do anything not on your terms?" 

He chuckled softly. 

"Dude, I'm dying for a cig. Can | smoke in here?" 

"Sure," he zipped the door open and gave me a mug to use as an ashtray. 


| fired up and tilted my head, smiling. 


"Right. So I'm kind of seeing someone." 


| exhaled a plume of smoke. "Does Stephanie know?" 
"No one knows." 
"Interesting," | sat up and swallowed a mouthful of water from the bottle. "How long?" 


"Not long. You know, these days, I'm kind of standing on a line between giving up and seeing how much more | 
can take. When I'm with this person, the line blurs." 


| nodded slowly and crossed my legs. "Do | know this person?" 

"Yes." 

| smirked. "That's it?" 

"That's all you're getting. Trust me, it would only confuse you.” 

"Is that so?" | took a drag of my cigarette. "I'm intrigued. Hint?" 

Axl barked out a laugh. "It's tempting, but nah. Better not mess with that shit" 

"Dude, as long as it's not Duff, I'm cool. It won't confuse me or any shit like that. Try me." 

"Leave it, Izzy. You're better off not knowing, It ain't Duff” 

| shrugged. "Just answer me this, is this person kind to you? Or are they using you?" 

"Define using." 

"The way Erin used you. The way Stephanie is using you." 

He licked his lips. "Sometimes we create our heartbreaks through expectation, and | have no expectations of 
this person. It boils down to this. | don't have the energy for forced interactions and meaningless conversations. 
l'm saturated with the shit day in and day out, and sometimes it kills me. | used to walk into a room and 
wonder whether people liked me. Now | look around and wonder if | like them, and the answer is always no, Izzy. 
Its always fucking no. I'm drowning in noise," he closed his eyes and swallowed, before meeting my gaze again 


"But when I'm with him, everything is still and peaceful. There are no hidden agendas. The noise stops, Izzy. It 
fucking stops." 


Tabula Rasa 
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CA Highway 134 
Four Months Earlier 


| woke up in the afternoon to a pounding headache. | opened one eye, and then slowly managed to open the 
other. Damn, my head hurt. But the headache had nothing on the cottonmouth drying my throat and tongue. | 
tried to muster enough saliva to help the situation It didn't work. | looked around the gloomy room, the bright 
sun was trying to peek its way through the dusty drapes. | rolled slowly to my side and pushed myself up to 
where | sat on the edge of the bed, finally able to place my feet on the floor. 


Feeling a little nauseous, | ran my hand over my stomach and my fingers brushed across something crusty. | 
looked down and saw the remnants of dried come flaking off my belly. That confused me for a moment, until 
the memories of last night came crashing back. | glanced at the neatly chopped lines of coke on the nightstand 
and at the sleeping form under the blanket and sighed, rubbing my fingers against my temples. | fell back on 


the bed and my head and stomach immediately rejected the abrupt movement. Okay, | might seriously hurl. | 
dug inside my bag for some Advil and swallowed it down with a chug of bourbon. Taking a deep breath, | forced 
myself off the bed and stood up, ignoring the jackhammer pounding in my skull and willing my body to 


cooperate. 
Dave pulled himself up against the headboard and rubbed his eyes. "What time is it?" 


| ignored him and went to the bathroom, turning on the hot water in the shower. What time is it? To get the 
hell out of this situation, Dave, before it turns nasty. There will be no more stolen moments in cars, rehearsal 
rooms and motels. No more playing, guessing, sneaking around and absolutely zero pussyfooting around this 
fucked up sham of a relationship we're in. I'm done. Fuck, I'm so done. But sometimes your heart needs more 
time to accept what your mind already knows. | stepped into the shower spray, hoping it washed away my 
hangover as easily as it did the dried come from my stomach. After a few minutes, the steady beat of 
warmth began to soothe my aching muscles and loosen the knots in my body. | shut my eyes and relaxed 


against the tile. 


The shower curtain dragged open. Scraping damp strands of hair off my face, | glanced back at Dave. "I don't 


remember giving you an invitation" 

"Don't be a bitch." 

| dunked my face into the hot water. Dave reached for the shampoo and lathered his hair before scrubbing 
down his body. When he was done he started doing the same for me, long strong soapy fingers touching and 
scrubbing absolutely everywhere. As the moments ticked by | became really fucking aroused but | was 
determined not to give in. | took it and took it until | couldn't take it anymore, until the heat took over 
everything and | arched against his chest with a groan. 

"Dave..stop it." 

"Yeah, you sound like you want me to stop. Okay look, | know you're pissed about something but do me a 
favour, touch yourself. C'mon.. We both need to get off and this way you can do it without compromising 
whatever principle is fucking with you." 

" Youre fucking with me!" 

"I know baby. Just do it" 

"God, | hate you." 

"Don't hate God. He had nothing to do with it" 


| began to stroke myself, from base to tip, keeping a slow pace. And it felt amazing, knowing that Dave was 
doing the same thing. "Why do | let you manipulate me?" 


"Don't try to figure us out. We're a special kind of twisted." 

We laughed and moaned at the same time, and that was the real answer to my question. Do you ever just 
want to sit next to someone and listen to everything they could possibly say about anything ever, no matter 
how silly or trite, just because you like their face and their voice and their general existence? That's how | 


feel about Dave. 


"Close your eyes and think about sliding your dick between my lips and deep down my throat," he breathed 
against my ear. "| want to taste you so fucking bad" 


"Yeah?" | couldn't ever remember being this worked up over the sound of someone's voice. My dick was as 
hard as fucking stone and beading at the tip. | screwed my eyes shut and let my head fall back over his 
shoulder, tightening my grip. "Go on" 

"Play with your balls and pretend it's me holding them as you fuck my throat." 

"Oh God, fuck," | stroked faster and did as he asked with my free hand. 

"Izzy. Thou shalt not take the name of the Lord thy God in vain" 

| chuckled. "You're such a fuckin’ tool. D'ya want me to come or not?" 

"Copiously..." 

Dave grabbed my hip with one hand while he continued to pump his own dick with the other. | quickened my 
pace, arching my body as | pushed up into my fist. The bathroom filled with hot steam and filthy, needy noises. 
| strained to hold back my release but I'll be damned if | was going to let Dave have the upper hand on things. 
Fuck that. | whipped round and knocked his hand out of the way. 

"Say my name, Dave," | murmured, gripping his dick. "Just so you know who made you feel like this. And when 
you go back to your wife and screaming kid | want you to think about what | do for you the next time you 


shoot off without me. Do it" 


My words went straight to his balls, drawing them up tight against my palm. | stroked him hard and he 


moaned, on the edge, oh yeah, he was going to blow any second now. 
"lm so fucking close." 
"Come for me, now," | ordered. 


His dick jerked in my grip and he came thick and hard, moaning my name, his pulse racing as | milked him for 
every last drop. | stroked his sensitive dick one last time. 


"Now," my voice was gravel. "On your knees." 
His tongue came out to wet his lips and he smirked, dropping to his knees. "Yes, sir." 
| supressed a smile and grabbed a fistful of his hair. "Suck" 


Dave held the base of my shaft and teased the slit with his tongue. Oh crap. This was going to end very soon 
My eyes threatened to roll back in my head as his wet tongue slowly slid across my dick and worked my 
length, sucking hard, making me pant and groan and pull his beautiful long hair as | fucked his mouth. But when 
that warm, sweet tongue swept its way over my balls and into my ass.. fucking lost it, and he was right. 


God had nothing to do with it. 


* eK 


The Beatles said money can't buy you love, but | feel it much faster sitting poolside in a deckchair outside an 
oceanfront mansion. | don't own a mansion, oceanfront or otherwise, but | made good use of Nikki's digs 
whenever | was in town. When we started seeing each other Dave and | would drive for hours along the coast 
and rolling hills of Santa Monica, or hike along the chaparral and landscaped paths of Griffith Park where 
nobody ever stopped us. Sometimes we would drive out to the jagged peaks and canyons of Sandstone Park and 
find somewhere isolated to be together. Other times we would go to motels or hang out in Burbank, where 
Megadeth were recording their new album. It was exciting, and as strange as it sounds | didn't mind driving the 
30 odd hours from Indiana to LA. There are few things | love more than my car and the open road, the sun 
flashing and flickering behind tall trees. The road is elemental to the human experience, and my own was no 
exception | didn't have to answer to Geffen or Guns N' Roses anymore. | was my own man, my own boss, my 
own catalyst in a show of one. This is what freedom is all about. But | was beginning to lose my freedom to 


Dave, and my heart swung back and forth between my growing feelings and the urge to run 

It was getting dark as we drove pass Hollywood Boulevard, you could see the sun shine through the Hollywood 
sign as it settled behind the hill. We didn't talk much, each man left to his thoughts, the air conditioner 
humming behind the sound of whatever aggressive shit Dave had on the stereo. It sounded Scandinavian, one of 
those bands who are too brutal to have a legible logo and are called something like Necrobutcher. 


"What?" Dave asked and turned the volume down. 


| snorted and crossed my ankles. "Nothin’ man. The Black Crowes aren't good enough, huh. Wait, what are you 


doing? Why are we on Vermont Canyon?" 
"We're going to Burbank" 


"I thought you were dropping me off at Nikki's?" 


"Nope." 
| frowned. "Why?" 

"Because we're going to Burbank" 

"Dude, turn around and take me to Nikki's, or at least West Hol" 
‘Nope 

"Why? What the fuck?" 

"Im not done with you today" 

"Whaddya mean you're not done with me today?" 


"Jesus, are you hard of hearing? Stop asking dumb questions. | want to know why you're angry and until you 


open your mouth and tell me I'm not letting you out the car." 
"You have got to be kidding me." 
‘lm serious, Izzy. You're not going back to Indiana like this." 


"Who said anything about going home? | have business in town. I'm seeing my accountant tomorrow and then 


I'm doing coffee with Keith and Ronnie. We've been talking about a collaboration until | get a new band together." 
"Coffee with Keith and Ronnie," he said with a British accent. "How quaint" 

"Fuck off. Keith is sober." 

"Like you're sober?" 

"You're such an asshole," | muttered, taking out my packet of Drum shag and rolling up. "You wanna know why 
I'm angry? Because this little thing we've got going ain't working for me anymore. I've had enough of running 
around like some high school production of Romeo and fucking Juliet. This shit ends here, Dave. We're done. Go 
back to your wife." 

"I do," he said coolly. "When you're out of town. I'm loyal to her." 


"Loyal?" | said incredulously. "So she knows about us?" 


He shrugged. "Pam isn't stupid. | doubt she realises it's a dude, but it doesn't matter." 


‘It matters to me." 

"You're such a paragon of integrity. What about your wife, Izzy? Does she know?" 

"Aneka lives in Sweden," | spat out tobacco and fired up. "We have an open marriage." 

"So she knows about me?" 

| exhaled smoke and shook my head. 

"Well, isn't that interesting. You're a fucking hypocrite." 

| heaved a sigh and looked out the window. "What am | gonna tell her exactly?" 

"That you're involved with someone." 

"Aneka and | don't have a traditional relationship. We never have. We're with each other when we need to be 
and leave the fuck alone when we don't. We're not into the whole 24 children and white picket fence thing. | 
married Aneka to help expand her business to the States and register for VAT. It's easier done when you're 
married to a citizen She knows about my history with Duff. Does Pam know about Junior?" 

He gave me a look "What's that got to do with anything?" 

"Eyes on the road," | blew out smoke. "I'm just saying that Aneka and | have an honest relationship so don't call 
me a fucking hypocrite. It's not like you've ever taken me in front of your band and told them that we're 
involved or whatever we're doing here." 

We stopped at a red light. "Is that what you want, Izzy? A gesture?" 

"You know what | want? For you to take your head out of your ass and realize what's going on here. We're 
losing control. | don't want to go back to that lifestyle, Dave. Shit. A one way ticket back to 980-smack ain't 
what | signed up for, y'know. You've got a wife and baby waiting at home for you and while that's my idea of 
hell, | know you're into the whole family thing. So go home and be a family. Don't waste your time snorting 
dope in motels and jeopardising everything you've worked so hard for just to play hide the salami with me. It 
ain't worth it and | sure as fuck don't wanna do it anym-" 

He stepped on the gas real hard and the car screeched forward. 

"Fucking hell, Dave!" 

Deep thudding basslines shook the vehicle as he cranked the volume up and shot me a glare. | rolled my eyes 


and pressed my forehead to the cool window. Whatever. Fifteen minutes later we arrived at Enterprise studios 


in Burbank. | noticed the car rental place across the road and smirked as Dave grabbed his guitar and 


equipment out of the trunk. 

"You coming?" he arched a brow 

"Nah, l'm gonna hire a car and drive back to Malibu. Seeya" 

"Yeah, you might wanna check that you have everything you need for that" 


My tongue curled behind my teeth. "What do you mean check to see if | have everything," | said, reaching into 
the inside pocket of my jacket for my wallet. 


"Check, Izzy. Better safe than sorry," his lips twisted into a smile. "Then again, if you find yourself somehow.. 


indisposed, you know where | am," he paced up the driveway. 


| scoured my wallet for my cards and shit, and fucking hell, lo and behold."Dave! Where the fuck is my licence? 
Did you take it?" | marched towards him. 


"Yep," he said, ringing the studio intercom. 

"Are you fucking crazy? Give it back!" 

"No." 

"Give it back right now!" 

"No." 

"Dave | swear to God!" 

"You really oughta see someone about that blasphemy.” 

The door buzzed open and we entered the building. | shoved Dave into a corner behind a plant and hissed in his 
face. "| don't know what you're trying to pull here but it ain't cool and it won't fly so give me back my 
goddamn licence!” 

He backed me against the wall. "No." 


"Dave," my nostrils flared. 


He cupped my face in his hands and kissed me so deeply that every synapse in my brain shorted out. | melted 
against him. His mouth and tongue tasted like warm honey. 


My cheeks flushed, but my voice was steady when | spoke. "Give it back." 


"No," he murmured. | closed my eyes and felt him graze my jaw, and the faintest whisper of his lips at my 
ear. "You're going to hang out with my band and listen to me overdubbing my parts. Then we're going to go 


out for dinner and talk Okay? Please?" 

| sighed. "Whoopee, overdubs. | don't even miss my own" 
"Hl let you tune my guitar," he cocked his brow. 

| rolled my eyes. "Shut up and walk, Mustaine.” 


The recording studio is the place where musicians make the magic work. It's where our main product is going 
to be captured, recorded and created. You need a clear platform from preproduction to the schedule, tracking 
to the overdubs, vocals to the final mix, and for many of us it's like home or church or some blessed 
hacienda that brings you back to life. | missed it a lot. The smell of smoke, absorber panels and that metallic 
odour that always seems to permeate the control room like morning mist. | inhaled a deep lungful of that shit 
and sat on the couch where | was immediately joined by Marty, who plopped on the other end and started 
yapping about the new Ibanez pickups. 


It was the third time | was in the studio with Megadeth while they were recording Countdown fo Extinction 
Dave and | were not affectionate around other people and | doubt his band members realised we were seeing 
each other, it wouldn't have been appropriate for many reasons. Nick and Marty were always happy to see me 
around and chew the fat about music and the business. As far as they were concerned, Dave and | were pals. 
Perhaps unsurprisingly, David was another issue. He was always polite and | reciprocated in kind, but l'm pretty 


sure he knew what was going on. 


Dave and David played well off each other's creative synergy and had a good professional relationship going on, 
but what happened behind closed doors was none of my business. | knew they ended their on-again, off-again 
romantic relationship for good sometime last year and that drugs played a part in that, but that was the 
extent of my knowledge. Fifteen minutes in, Dave was already barking orders at his bandmates and having 
hushed conversations with David behind a stack of Marshall guitar cabinets. It was crystal clear that they ran 
the operation while the other two were hired guns, albeit respected ones. It was also clear that Nick and Dave 
rubbed each other the wrong way at times. | kind of liked Nick though, he made me smile and | enjoyed his 
inoffensive posturing. He reminded me of James and it made me wonder if Dave too saw the similarities and 


whether that had anything to do with the angst between them. 
"Max," Dave tapped the mic to get his producer's attention. 
"Yep, | can hear you," Max responded from the control room. 


"Change of plan on ‘Bullets’. I'm going to use a chromatic scale after the middle-8, okay, so that means redoing 
my solo. Can you toggle the sound after the bridge?" 


“Sure thing," he said, and gave his sound engineer an instruction. "Marty, any changes?" 


‘lm good," Marty cut coke over his amp. Cut cut, scrape scrape. Cut cut, scrape scrape. He snorted a line 


before offering the rolled note to Dave. "D'ya want some Izzy?" 


"Um, better not," | said, messing with the acoustic in my lap. | was developing a brand new coke habit and 


needed to close that shit down before it got any worse. 

Nick jumped off his stool and did a couple of lines. David was the only sober member of Megadeth and he was 
ogling the pile of Colombian blow with a morose look in his eyes. | shot him a quick smile and he returned it. We 
were in the same predicament and | sympathised, it wasn't long ago when | was the only sober member of 
Guns N' Roses. Its almost impossible staying clean when everyone around you is fucked up. 

"So | hear you're playing a Fender Strat with two humbuckers these days, huh?" 

| looked up from the acoustic into David's eyes. "Where d'ya hear that?" 


He sat down and gestured to Dave, who was warming up with a sequence of fast scales. | continued to play and 
half-shrugged. | wasn't in the mood for small talk. | rarely am. 


"I thought you were a Gibson man," he continued. 


"I am," | said, reaching into my pocket for tobacco. "Just trying out new things, y'know. Now that I'm no longer 
restricted to a style. It's good for developing technique." 


| can't see you with a Strat.” 
| shot him a sideways glance. "Yeah? Neither can |." 


Dave and Nick raised their voices about something and David watched them for a moment before turning his 


attention back to me. "So how are things?" 
"Anything they can do | can do faster and with better technique!" Dave scowled, 
"Faster than Kirk Hammett?" 


"Listen up, fuckface. Just because some dickhead can shred doesn't mean shit. There are a million shredders 
out there and just because they weren't fortunate to get outfitted with some dumbfuck lucky enough to get 
caught up in all the money being thrown around at thrash bands back then doesn't make the ones who did any 


special." 


"You mean like Megadeth?" 


"Oh boy," David scrubbed a hand over his face. 


"You mean the band paying for your wife's new tits? Do me a favour Nick and slam your dick in the doorway 


before | do it for you." 

‘C'mon, Dave, you don't like my sense of humour?" 

"| don't like your stupid!" 

Oh man, | missed being in a band. | kind of zonked out after that, it may or may not have had something to do 
with the weed | was smoking. | offered some to David, because he was sitting right there with me, and was 
kind of surprised when he accepted. We smoked in silence for a while as Dave reworked his part and prepped 
for recording. 

"So how is everything?" David asked quietly. 

"Good. You know what it's like." 

"| do." 


"Fuck. You really do, don't you?" 


Well, shit. Maybe weed wasn't such a great idea. | sank back into the couch, admiring Dave's biceps as his 
fingers danced across the fretboard. 


"Is there a phone | could use?" | sucked on the joint 

"Sure. There's one in the control room" 

"Thanks," | blew out smoke. 

"You okay?" 

"Hah. Just need fo call a cab and get the fuck out of here, man’ 
"Why's that?” 

"You ask a lot of questions, Junior.” 

He looked at me. "Wow. You really do spend a lot of time with him 


"Yeah, but y'know," | mumbled vaguely, gesturing with my hand. "Fuck this. I'm gonna hitchhike all the way back 


to Sixx if | have to. Don't worry, Dave and | are done." 


| got up and made it halfway out the studio when David tapped my shoulder and led me into the kitchen. | was 
naive to think we could maintain the status quo. | opened the fridge and helped myself to a bottle of water 
before sitting on a barstool. David leaned against the counter and tucked a strand of honey-brown behind his 


ear. | looked into his large doe eyes, there was a softness in them that | rarely saw in other people. 


"You know what," he finally said, "there are a thousand things I'd rather be doing right now than having this 

conversation with you. Root canal is one of them. But as usual, its down to me to clear up his mess. | know 

what I'm about to say will shock you, but hear me out. Please. | don't want you guys to be done. You're good 
for Dave. | know he can be good for you too if you give him some time to get his shit together." 


| shook my head in disbelief. "Let me get me straight. Not only do you actually think I'm good for Dave but you 


want me to hang around long enough for him to be good for me?" 
"In a nutshell” 


"Dude, do you have any idea what we got up to last night? What we get up to every time we see each other? 
And no, I'm not referring to the mind-blowing sex. The other stuff." 


He sighed. "Why are you angry?" 
"Why I'm angry?" 
"Yeah. What happened?" 


"Because..fuck you," | chugged down some water. "I don't owe you an explanation for anything. What the fuck is 
this anyway? Did Dave ask you to speak with me?" 


"Contrary to popular belief, l'm not his errand boy." 
| smirked. "Right." 


"Whatever asshole, | don't give a fuck what you think about me. You don't know me and frankly | know even 
less about you. We don't need to be buds, that's not what this is about. But my band is in deep shit and 
tragically you're the only thing keeping Dave sane these days. You should see him whenever you leave town, he 
becomes even more impossible to work with. He's got the weight of the world on his shoulders and he won't 
let anybody in, even me. But whenever you guys make plans he's full of energy and suddenly gives a shit about 
the other people in his life, including his baby son" 


'|.had no idea," | shook my head slowly. 


He sat down. "I know you guys get high, for Dave it's a relapse that started around New Year. What | want to 


know is why youre doing it. | thought you were clean" 


| scraped some grease off the counter with my fingernail. 


"You don't have to tell me, I'm just trying to understand what happened. | thought that was one of the reasons 
you left Guns N' Roses. One of the reasons you left Duff." 


"He left me," | said quietly. 

"Izzy, lm sorry. | didn't mean to get in your shit" 

"But l'm in your shit, huh?" 

‘Like | said, | think you're good for Dave. Why are you angry? What did he do?" 
"Why do you assume it's something he did?" 

"We were together 8 years” 


| reached for my tobacco and tossed it on the counter, too lethargic to roll up. "ls there a vending machine 


that sells packs of cigarettes in this place or something?" 

"Ill give you a cigarette if you answer my question" 

| sighed. "He didn't do anything. | mean, sure, Dave's a manipulative son of a bitch and he drives me nuts. But 
the truth is.." | started to roll up, just to give me something to do with my hands. "It's getting too much, 
y'know. Feelings..are involved. Real feelings.” 

"I was hoping you would say that. Because he's crazy about you." 

"Don't make me laugh," | creased the rolling paper between my thumb and forefinger. 

‘Izzy, he is. And trust me, it gives me no joy to admit that." 

| looked at David. "You still love him." 

"Don't you still love Duff?" 

| shifted awkwardly. 


"Forget it. What about the drugs?" 


"l'm done. | actually told him that in the car on the way here." 


He smiled brightly. "See, | knew you were good for him. | bet he kicks the habit with you and you guys become 


one of those really annoying uber-healthy couples." 
| snorted. "A couple? You need to chill out, Junior. Take a vacay." 
"Why not?" 


| blinked. "Why not? Do you live in Disney World or something? Do you have like giant paper cut-outs of Mickey 


Mouse and Bambi floating around in your head?" 

"Sometimes," he grinned. "I grew up on a farm. | have a thing for mice and deer" 
"You do, huh?" | chuckled. 

"So what do you say, you'll stick around?" he smiled hopefully. 


| smiled back and thought how incredible it was that we both seemed to understand the specific human pain of 
wanting and pushing away at the same time. That you can't fall out of real love, even if you're not with that 
person anymore the love endures and evolves into the fabric of that person you become, post-madness. l'm 
not sure how long we sat there drinking coffee and putting the world to rights, but | remember that it was 
the last time | called David ‘Junior’, and the first time | saw a future with Dave. 


* * * 


Have you ever been so wildly attracted to someone that you could feel it driving you insane? Dave sat back 
and rolled the condom on. He made quick work of popping the top of the lube and pouring some into his palm. 
He stroked his dick a few times, his gaze holding mine the entire time. | needed him buried deep inside me, 
moving in me, making me forget the uncertainty of the outside world. He dragged his erection along the crack 
of my ass, up and down the crevice, then teased the tip barely inside. 


"Oh, shit," he gasped as he pushed inch by inch into me, the burn and sting quickly fading to a delicious heat 


and welcomed fullness as he started to fuck me. 


Dave pulled out almost all the way, until only the tip remained at my entrance, and then slammed forward, 
doing that same move over and over. It was slow and tortuous and without a doubt the most erotic and 
sensual experience | ever had. Sex is deeper than a few inches of penetration, it springs forth and resonates 
into your blood. We looked into each other's eyes. There was something different about this time. The intimacy, 
the sobriety, the sensation of an angel let out of its cage into a new sky. Shivers raced through me. | no 
longer had a coherent thought in my head and my hands fisted into the cool sheets as Dave used his knees 
for leverage and pounded into me. He angled his hips and the mushroomed head of his dick brushed my 
prostate with every thrust. A choked moan escaped from my lips and Dave fell forward and buried his face in 


my neck, his warm breath ghosting across my skin The heat of my orgasm took root, growing in my spine and 


wrapping around to settle in my balls. And as we fucked our way to a blank slate, a tabula rasa, | realised that 
this moment marked a before and after in our lives. There would be no going back from this. 
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Do you ever wish you had a second chance to meet someone again for the first time? | do. Then | chuck it in 
the fuck it bucket and move on. There is no point in feeding that tangent, because it will drive you insane. Duff 
finished it with me because | was finished with the band. Or at least that's what | told myself, but the truth 
is that we outgrew each other. And like clothes, we wore each other out. It's the small things | miss the most. 
Sometimes | close my eyes and imagine the turn of his neck, the warmth of his hair and the strong, slender 
sinews of his hands. | imagine Duff coming up from behind, wrapping his arms around my waist, pulling me 
close and nuzzling my hair. Loving me in spite of my delinquencies. | will never get over losing him. Duff was 
my first love, my angel, and that love stretched out for lifetimes. That kind of loss carves you into a different 


kind of creature. Sometimes happier, but always and forever changed. 


Spending time with Axl was the tonic | needed after the chaos of the morning, but | was in no illusion about 
the monsoon looming over the horizon and decided to take control of the situation. It was either that or risk 
running into Duff when | was least expecting it. Probably in a lift. Probably with James. Because let's face it, 
that's my kind of karma. Axl and | had fallen asleep but the alcohol in my blood didn't allow for a decent nap 
and | soon woke up with the urge to pee. | stared at Axl's sleeping form until it expanded, filled my brain and 
contracted at such speed that | flattened into subatomic contrail. Well, not /ferally. But you know that stage of 
post-drunkenness when every move feels like turbulence but you're still high? | tried to get up but my leg 


was clamped between Axl's muscular thighs. | smoothed my hand over his hair and whispered something. 
"Just do it," he said groggily. 


"You want me to piss here? In the tent?" 


"Mm" 
"I will you know. | have no problem peeing on my pals. Ask Nikki." 
"Go ahead." 

"Ax, come on," | chuckled. 

"You need help? Psssssssssssssssshhhhshhhhhhhhhhhh." 


We giggled like silly boys. You could tell we were friends when we were fourteen, sharing secrets in warm 
Indiana nights in the same way we shared denial in the day. Our memories had teeth, and sometimes they 
poured out of our veins. But we didn't have to fake perfections and that was the secret to our friendship. 
When he finally released me | climbed out of the tent and went to the bathroom, eyeing the telephone on the 
way. Dave. But there would be plenty of time to call him later, when | had something more to report besides 
‘hey man, guess what, | got wasted and peed on Nikki. Then | kissed Axl and almost peed on him! Yeah, some 
shit can wait. Axl was fast asleep when | emerged into the darkened room and | knew that every moment of 


sleep was precious, so | scribbled catch ya later Billy on a piece of paper and tiptoed out of his suite. 

| looked for Duff everywhere. 

My heart shot into my throat every time | thought | saw his loping swagger or catch sight of some floppy 
blond hair on a guy, but it was never him, and each time it wasn't my heart did a reverse trajectory into the 
very pit of my stomach. Then | ran into a whole other situation. Duff's wife making out with Slash. | introduced 
myself as her husband's ex-boyfriend and she laughed before telling me that we should get together 
sometime. Oh sure, because getting crabs three times in the 80s wasn't enough. 


"So Slash," | squeezed his shoulder. "Should we be worried that Duff's still AWOL?" 


"Nah," he shrugged with his usual lazy charm. "Like | said man, he probably crashed somewhere. My money's 
on Gilby's room. Don't sweat it, bro. It happens all the time." 


| looked at Linda, smirking. "I bet. So look I'm gonna go for a swim." 
"Beach party!" her face lit up. "That sounds awesome. D'ya mind if | tag along?" 
"We're in Montreal, hun" 


"Oh," she wrinkled her nose. The chick was totally wired. "Damn, | thought we were still in Hawaii. Me and Duffy 


had a blast when Ax was recovering from his noodle thing." 


"You mean his voice nodes?" 


‘Oh yeah. Nodes, noodles. It's all pasta, right?" 
Slash burst out laughing, but | felt numb. 


Linda didn't seem like Duff's usual type. He usually went for busty blonde sharp women, almost like the female 
version of himself. This chick was a scrawny brunette and if brains were gasoline she wouldn't run a go-cart 


two laps around a Cheerio. 
"Dude, I'm gonna hit the pool. Do you guys have any plans tonight?" 


Slash tapped his thick index finger against his temple. "Party like it's 1988? Oh lz, you gotta check out this place 
called the Reflex. We were there last right and while | don't remember much, the fact that | needed sunglasses 


to open the minibar this morning told me it was fucking awesome." 


"The Reflex?" | smirked. "As in Duran Duran? Shit, man, please don't tell me it's an 80s club. Sounds like | might 
need a Hazmat suit to shield against the cloud of coke." 


"C'mon," he whined. "We hardly ever see you. Oh, | saw James by the pool with Sixx." 
"Sweet." 


That suited me just fine. | was in no rush to speak to James alone and having Nikki there would provide a 
convenient buffer. On the other hand, it would also mean playing games and neither one of us were particularly 
good at that. Nikki was sharp and would soon figure out that something was up. | was kind of surprised he 
hadn't figured it out already, but in the immortal words of one Linda McKagan, it's all pasta, right? 


* KK 


Nikki was stretched out on a deckchair with a cocktail in hand. When the fucker dies, no one will ever say that 
Nikki Sixx found his rest or some shit like that. The guy spends his life loafing around like some Eurotrash 
playboy waiting for daddy to die and inherit the title. They would probably have to build a custom-made casket 
to accommodate his deckchair and cocktail shaker. James is the polar opposite. Down to earth, plain tastes and 
simple living. Give him a beer and the outdoors and he's happy. And while James comes from humble folk, Nikki 
can trace his lineage to Anguillara Sabazia, a picturesque small town outside Rome whose inhabitants, as legend 
has it, are descended from the Julio-Claudian dynasty. In other words Nikki is a descendent of Julius Caesar, or 
so he says. One time he invited us to a toga party and you should have seen the ease with which he 


transformed himself into a Roman Emperor. He even hired actors to play slaves and you can imagine the way 


that shit turned out. 


James and | hadn't seen each other in five months. As | approached them | squinted towards James and he 
caught my gaze almost immediately, eyes bluer and brighter than the sea, dazzling in their intensity. He wore 


a sleeveless black top that exposed his toned arms and shoulders. His long corn-blond hair curled over his 


chest. 


"Hey guys," | muttered, grabbing a Bud from the ice bucket. | don't usually drink beer but | felt an evil 


hangover creeping in and needed reinforcement. 

"Crawled out of your fleabag, huh?" 

| glanced at James. "I'm fine, thank you for asking. And how are you?" 

He crinkled his beer can and tossed it aside. "Serving up justice one asshole at a time. So how's the crunchy 
granola gay lifestyle working out for you? You know, Izzy, you should consider a move to the Bay Area. | can 


see you living in San Francisco." 


"Gay lifestyle? Seriously? If dicks could fly your mouth would be a fucking airport," | swallowed a mouthful of 
beer. "It's working out well. Dave and | are happy together." 


"Yeah? I'd jump up and down for joy but my balls are too big for that shit” 


Nikki gave me a crooked smile. "Okay what the fuck is going on? Is our happy family breaking up? Are you 
sending me to Grandma? Ugh, its my childhood all over again" 


"Shut up, Nikki," James spat. "It's the same old shit getting fucking tired." 

Suddenly | didn't feel like swimming anymore. "Well, its been nice..I'm off" 

"Yeah, that would be my diagnosis." 

"Fuck you, James. Why do you always have to be such an award winning asshole?" 

“Cause that's the only way to deal with a prize winning brat" 

"What are you talking about?" 

James was staring at me with those intense eyes. Staring right into me. "You know what I'm talking about. | tell 
you something you don't wanna hear and you pull a hissy fit. Then instead of dealing with the situation you 
fuck off and stop taking my calls." 

"You know what, James, remind me to stop looking for the best in people and start seeing them for the liars 
and bullshitters they are, because you sure as hell know how to distort reality to suit your version of it. | 
never stopped taking your calls. | moved in with Dave and you fucking knew it. Remember Dave? My boyfriend? 


The fact that you're too chickenshit to call me there is a different issue.” 


"Okay shut up before | beat you with a shoe. I've been on tour almost non-stop since September last year. 


What did you expect, Izzy? You know the issues there and they started long before you fuckers shacked up. 


Yeah, keep rolling your eyes. Maybe you'll find a brain back there. Truth is you can't deal with the things | said 
to you because you know l'm right but as usual forget all about the hard facts and swill shit for reality. No 


wonder you and Mustaine got together, you sure as fuck have a lot in common 


"You're right," | said, determined not to let him get to me. "We do have a lot in common. Compassion is one of 
those things. Remember compassion, James? That thing | always showed you even when | thought you were 
being a two-faced sanctimonious ass with Lars and Jason? How are they by the way? Or have you moved on 


to someone else?" 
If you don't shut your mouth the next thing to come out of it will be your teeth!" 


| smirked. "Sounds like | hit a nerve there, huh? Honesty. Thats something else we have in common. We're 
honest about our faults, we don't sugar coat shit and call it ‘reality’. You want hard facts? Well here's one for 
you. | am the happiest | have ever been in my life. And you know who's responsible for that?" 


"That's the point. You're making Dave the instrument of your happiness. The coldest, most manipulative jackass 
that ever lived. How soon before he goes back to smack? How soon before he goes back to David? How soon 


before he totally breaks you?" 
"Don't you dare," | snarled. "You don't know the first thing about him anymore." 


"I know enough!" he growled. "And | know that people don't change, Izzy. Not at the core. Dave and David are 


gonna get back together and you'll be out on your ass again 
"How do you know that!" 


"Because | know what it's like. Because there is no force in this world or the next that that can keep me and 
Lars apart. We have our moments but we'll always get back together eventually. Dave and David are the same. 
You're a phase, Izzy. An experiment. Dave is trying you out for size, like Buddhism or whatever shit you're into 


these days. | know I'm hurting you but | wouldn't be much of a brother if | didn't tell you the truth, and if 


that means not seeing you for another five months then I'll pay that price.” 


"So thats what this is about?" | felt tears pricking my eyes. "You feel some kind of misplaced sense of 
responsibility towards me? You know what, James, | don't need you. And | don't need Axl or Slash and | sure as 


hell don't need Duff. You know why?" 
James sighed. 


"Because in spite of what you think, | have my shit together. Oh, it's crystal clear that things haven't changed 
for you guys and you're still living in 1988 or One On One playing rock stars and having your little battle of the 
bands. But I'm in a different place, a better place, and if you would have given me the time of day instead of 


making assumptions and being a self-righteous prick you would have known that." 


He snorted. "You don't even realise how condescending you sound, do you Izzy? You spend five minutes with us 


and think you have it all figured out. Well, fuck you!" 
Nikki shifted uncomfortably and drained his cocktail 
"| don't care what you think about me," | said coldly. "I don't think about you at all." 


* %* * 


Seeing James again offered no warm memories, only the acid knowledge that he had tapped into my greatest 
fears. | hated him for it. | hated James for damning me to my past when | had finally gotten rid of it. What 
was once unbearable becomes strangely familiar as time goes by. You feel so much until you start feeling 


nothing at all, 


[188 was an important year in my life. | came off smack and hooked up with Duff. But as dope-free as | am, 
the pangs are always there, coiling in the pit of my stomach like a sleeping serpent. It's like me and my body 
are two separate things and my body is betraying me, chugging on, idiotic and animal, craving shit | haven't 
done in years. | rocked back and forth on the bed feeling giddy with exhaustion. Something scratched at the 
door. Unlike normal human beings, Nikki doesn't knock on doors. He scratches them like a demonic haunting. Once 
| asked him why he did that and he said he was inspired by The Exorcist. Fuck him. | stood up with a languid 
sweep of my limbs and opened my bag on the dresser. Looking up at my face in the mirror, | noticed a greyish 
cast and dark circles under my eyes sinking deep into my skull. | looked old 


More scratching at the door, more persistent this time. | heaved a sigh and let Nikki in before going back to 
the dresser and scouring for the long-forgotten object in my bag. Nikki came up from behind and wrapped his 
arms around my waist, hooking his chin over my shoulder. | looked up and we stared into each other's eyes in 
the mirror. 

"| never realised," he drawled. 

"What?" 

"How much you lurve him." 

| rolled my eyes. 

"Liar" 

"| never said anything." 


"Liar." 


"Nikki, fuck off. l'm not in the mood." 


‘Its a joke, Izzy, not a dick. Don't take it so hard." 


He tightened his embrace around me. Nikki wasn't usually this affectionate and | almost shook him away, but | 
couldn't deny the woozy sense of calm that spread over me. The hug was warmer than a heap of blankets and 
more meaningful than a pile of words. | closed my eyes and savoured Nikki's warmth, lacing my fingers with 


his. 
"Drugs are bad" 
| burst out laughing. "That shits comedy gold coming from you, man." 


"Not all drugs," he teased his hair in the mirror. "But what you're thinking ain't good. No matter how bad 
things get you gotta promise me not to mess with that shit again." 


"Or you'll do what?" 
'Sit on your face and fart” 

"Im touched. What would | do without you?" 

‘Life would be dull. Now can we please go downstairs to the bar, darling?" 
"Okay lemme freshen up, sweetheart" 

"Hurry back, dumpling” 

"My feet have wings, barf bag. 


* * * 


If someone told me that a few hours later | would be dancing to Dr. Feelgood by Mötley Crue | would have 
given them a high five in the face with a chair, and yet there | was, whirling beneath the flashing lights of 
some trashy club in downtown Montreal. Nikki once told me that he wrote Dr. Feelgood about me, which | 
shrugged off as another one of his jokes. But in hindsight it's probably true. | used to drive a ‘65 Chevy and 
run with the cartel. Swap rat-tailed Jimmy for Izzy and take a trip down candycaine lane. Speaking of which, | 
snorted my weight of the shit and my body was pulsing with the familiar contact high, soaring and spinning, 
momentarily cut off from the world around me. Using coke again was a shock to the system. It had been 
months since my last binge but my body embraced the experience and | felt like a fucking maelstrom of 


energy, a life force, a quickening that radiated straight through to my dick. It was that powerful. 


"TELEPHONE!" 


Smoke curled from Slash's lips. "Huh?" 

"| gotta call Dave. | keep putting it off," | shouted in his ear. 

"You wanna get off?" 

Axl's face swam into view, he said something but | couldn't hear him over the ringing in my ears. I'm pretty 
sure he said ‘the tortoise is here’ or something like that. | nodded drunkenly, my hips gyrating in time with the 
beat and my arms swaying in the air. Then | saw Nikki dancing to his own music and imagined a reptile with a 
large dome-shaped shell into which he retracted his head and limbs. | started laughing uncontrollably. 

Axl frowned. "What's up with you?" 

"Nikki!" 

"My name is Axl," he said seriously. 

"You're just a bundle of bitch tonight, huh?" 

"Yes." 

Slash and | almost fell over laughing. Axl turned toward me in a thoughtful pause and then whispered 
something to Slash. He half-shrugged and | just grinned, having no idea what the fuckers were talking about 
amidst the merging chatter and bodies moving around the dance floor. Well, shit. | really needed to call Dave. It 
was now or never. 

| strutted off the dance floor and out of the closed-off VIP section where | saw James and Gilby surrounded 
by chicks. Gazing down at the long flight of stairs to the ground floor, | faintly recalled that more people die 
falling down stairs than on airplanes. With that cheerful thought in mind | went downstairs and ran into Lars. 
"We need to talk," he shouted, even though there was no need out here. 

"So, lets have it," | grabbed my packet of smokes. Fuck, Slash had my lighter. | sparked up a match and gazed 
at the fire, imagining myself as Prometheus, stealing fire from the gods and bringing it on back home. God, I'm 
full of shit. "Oh wait, | gotta call Dave. Dave Mustaine? Do you know him?" | squinted under the harsh 


florescent light. 


His eyes were narrow and intense. "Yes, you idiot! Of course | fucking know who Dave is. | used to play in a 


band with him, remember? Metallica? Hello?" 
"Oh yeah," | puffed out rings of smoke. 


Lars grimaced. "Freak. Look we're both wasted right now but | gotta talk to you. | need your help with 


something. Will you be around tomorrow? Preferably sober?" 

"Um, sure. | came here for the show actually." 

"Your spacecraft won't be taking off at dawn?" Lars rubbed his wrist and peered around us with wild eyes, as 
if he was expecting someone to be there, listening. "So noon? Or whenever the fuck we get up. As long as it's 
before 2 o'clock | have shit to do." 

"Sounds good." 

Cool," he turned to leave. "You look good by the way. Dreads suit you." 

| found a payphone and it took me 60 seconds to get tangled in the cord. This is what happens when people 
switch sides during their conversation, making the receiver do a 360-degree rotation. | dialled a number and 
banged my head against the wall. 

"Hello, Dave speaking.” 

| hugged the receiver. 

"Hello?" 

"Ow." 

"Who the fuck is this?" 

"Uh..." 

"Okay asshole you got two seconds to identify yourself.” 

‘Its me." 

‘Izzy? Are you okay?" 

"Gnats, crawling.. are you awake?" 

"No. l'm sleeping to you on the phone." 

"What?" 


"Man, | can smell the alcohol fumes from here." 


"l'm sorry | didn't call earlier. So much has happened since we got here, it's hard to believe it's only been a 


day. Like you have no idea. | almost didn't call you at all." 

"Why?" he asked softly. 

"Because." | squeezed my eyes shut. "Because I'm a fucking loser! I've been drinking non-stop since the morning 
and | must have put away like a gram of blow. Oh, and | shoved my tongue in Axl's mouth and accidently peed 
on Sixx. And it's only midnight so, you know, there's plenty of time to castrate a bull or fucking join the 
Supremes." 

"Did you put your dick in anyone?" 

"No." 

"Did anyone put their dick in you?" 

"No." 

"That's all | need to know. We can talk about everything else when you get back." 


"Are you pissed?" 


"No baby, I'm not. l'm a little worried but you can take care of yourself. Just be careful, your body isn't used 
to that kind of abuse anymore. How was it seeing Duff again?" 


"Duff went to a Corvette dealership, or whatever. | haven't seen him." 

"What the whole day?" 

"Apparently." 

He snorted. "Right." 

"Do you know there are like a million types of germs and bacteria on a telephone receiver? ‘Cause they thrive 
in water droplets, you know like the traces of saliva that a caller might leave behind on a phone? H | licked 
that shit l'd be fucked." 

"Then..don't lick it." 

"What if | wanna?" 


"What are you six?" 


"l'm Izzy." 


He chuckled. "Oh Iz, | fucking miss you." 
Suddenly, a hand touched my arm. | whipped round and the world stopped dead. 


In his lashes and his hair, mist clung in tiny diamond drops. My heart was roaring, rushing in my ears and 
though there were several inches between me and Duff, there was a humming energy that connected us. From 
the heat flooding my body you would think we were pressed together, hard. | could not take my eyes from 


him. 


Ashes 


Sometimes the world | create in my diary seems more alive than the world | actually live in. How is that 
possible? | poised the pen over the page and nibbled my lower lip. Probably because | struggle to maintain the 
illusion of control.. and when | write or sing, the energy flings me loose into the stars like a spaceball ricochet. 
Complete and total loss of inhibition The origin of my permanent sense of unease, my general foreboding, is 
probably the fact that my life has been a trail of sudden and violent upending of control where everything is 
flattened out and blown open. My biological father raped me and then mom married the antichrist. | have 
always starved for something. | know there are places in the world where starving to death is still considered 
an art but America isn't one of them, and when you're hungry for affection even a no is better than being 


ignored. 


| have a special place where | go to lay down and unburden my body. Its canopy is the one constant that never 
changes, my chrysalis. Inside | am a changeling and my life is suspended. | am not Axl Rose. | am not him. That 
fire is doused. Dead. But here's the thing, the drama of life is amplified by its constant proximity to death. Can 
you dig it? That's what infuses it with tension. You love harder. You come harder. The urgent, tugging winds 
seem to whisper the message, memento mori, you too shall die.. 


"Axl," his shadow loomed over the tarp. "Can | come in?" 

| clicked the pen. "Yep." 

There is something ominous and stately in the hush that falls between us when | let him in. There are all kinds 
of silences and each one of them means a different thing. This one is a soundless echo. His eyes are frosted 
blue, up close they are a celestial phenomenon | rolled on my back and weaved a soft curl of his hair between 


my fingers. He was close enough that | could feel the warmth of his body, smell his soap and skin and hair. 


"Good mornin’," the muscles in his forearm flexed as he bent down to kiss me, his mouth lingering on mine. 


"How are you?" 

How do you answer that question when you have forgotten what normal feels like? 

"Hungry." 

Being with him reminds me of the way | feel on stage. | close my eyes, open my mouth, and the music begins. 
Guitars wail. | wail.. until his kiss overtakes everything, throwing me into an emotional state of a coma Have 
you ever been kissed like that? When it ended, my breath hitched and a shiver shot down my spine and into 
my legs. 


"So," | breathed. "You looking forward to tonight?" 


| could feel his heart slamming against my chest. "No." 


"Why?" 

“Cause you're gonna be a little bitch, like always. Aren't you?" 
"Probably" 

He sighed. "Axl" 

"What do you want?" 


| could feel the tension in his body, the effort of holding back. "For you to fucking show up on time and play an 
80 minute set. Can you do that?" 


A slow smile teased my lips. "We'll see. So listen, | wanna talk to you about Izzy." 
"We're not talking about him now." 

"But | want to." 

"Yeah... there goes my boner." 

"Really? Thinking about him gets me hot." 


Sometimes a mindfuck is just as satisfying as an actual fuck. Sometimes even more. He raised his eyebrows 


pointedly and heaved himself out of the tent. "Okay, fuck you" 
"Come on," | followed him out. "Lets hit the gym and have breakfast, talk shop." 


There is something infinitely exciting about him, full of charm and rude poetry, a fierceness in his heart that 
is both proud and lonely, a howling and a hunger. We're all haunted houses to some degree, baring the footfalls 
of our past, but some of us feel dreams and memories more acutely than others, and he is one of those 


people. He sat on the couch and stared at the wall, eyes glazing and filling with shadows. 


WY, 


"James?" 
He met my eyes. 
"Look, | didn't mean anything by that Izzy thing. | was just messing with you." 


"Listen up. | don't have the energy to shit butterflies and piss rainbows today. I've got enough to deal with 
without you messing with my head. So fucking stop it. Right now." 


| nodded my head. "Okay." 


We looked at each other for a long moment with something resembling relief. It's the look two lost souls give 


when they recognise each other in the wild. 


eX 

Sparkling berries and fresh cream, thick country bacon, warm maple syrup, pancakes and French toast. | am 
ravenous after a workout. It's a necessary evil on tour in order to keep my stamina and fitness levels up. My 
muscles ached like a motherfucker, but it felt good. Like many forms of pain, there is pleasure there, 
somewhere. | smoothed my palm under my shirt and over my washboard abs, pretending to listen to our 
manager. Blah de blah blah. Fuck off. Gilby was listening intently and it almost made me laugh. We'll sound check 
when l'm fucking ready to sound check and not one minute sooner. 

"Axl, where's Slash? Is he here?" 


| glared at Doug. "Do you see him here?" 


"That's just great. | told him to show up this morning or I'll run out of ammo when he fails the drug test on 
Tuesday. He could get into serious trouble if he-" 


"You know what that sounds like? Not my problem. I'm not the one who's strung out" 
"Well, if Slash doesn't provide a urine sample Geffen are gonna withhold pay." 

I'll piss in a cup for you," | offered "You can run a drug test on it, or you can drink it.” 
Gilby chuckled. "Doug, come on, man. Give Slasher a break" 


| skimmed the hotel lobby. "Are we done? Because this ain't much of a meeting when three-fifths of my band 
didn't show up. And people say /have an attitude problem." 


"You're good for meetings but you could do a better job of controlling your temper.” 

"No motherfucker. Everyone needs to control their habit of pissing me off. Got it?" 

Doug sighed. "Just be ready to leave at five." 

My eyes cut to a lone figure crouching at the reception desk. Suddenly, he straightened up and as his head 
whipped round | got a clear look at his face. | squinted towards him for a second and he caught my gaze 
almost immediately, his inky irises holding my stare with a flash of acknowledgement. What the hell was he 
doing here? 


"Guys?" 


"Yep, sure," Gilby said. "I'll make sure the others are ready on time. What about Metallica? They're sound 


checking before us, right? What time are they heading out?" 

"Four o'clock. We'll see them there." 

"Cool," Gilby nodded. "Ax, whatcha doing this afternoon? Wanna hit Saint Laurent?" 

| pulled my hoodie over my head. "Got shit to do. Gilby, have you met Dave Mustaine?" 

"No, I'd fucking love to though. Why, is he coming to the show?" 

"He's over by reception Do me a favour. Stall hm" 

*** 

People are so goddamned fucking stupid. 

We go in and fuck around and fix things that aren't broken. Things that are perfectly imperfect. Like Jove. But 
that shit isn't stackable and interlocking like boxes or Legos. Love is like a one-legged man standing on a three- 
legged chair that is placed on top of a two-legged piano. Case in point, Duff and Izzy. It's anyone's guess how 
last night ended for them. No one saw them after midnight and given the circumstances it really wouldn't 
surprise me if they took off and I'm minus a bass player. Looks like Newsted might have to revive his old role 
and fill in for Guns N' Roses this evening, and of course Mustaine just had to fucking be here because that's 
the way the pestifio crumbles. That's the way we roll. Survive. Eat. Shit. Fuck. Release another album and die. 
The end. 

| knocked on the door, signalling my bodyguard to leave. "Gonna be a while." 

He grunted and stood against the wall, chewing gum. | knocked harder. 


"Izzy!" | was banging now. "You in there? ‘Cause if you are you better fuckin’ answer." 


A muffled groan and some shuffling. Good, at least the fucker was there. Izzy opened the door and his eyes 
seemed to smoulder in contrast to his wild, dark dreads. 


"Tune it down, man," he squinted. "Sup?" 

"Is Duff in there?" 

"Uh... no. 

"Uh, no?" | charged into the darkened room where | stared at the unmistakable shape of a man under the 


covers. See what | mean about people going in and fucking around? Unlike most of our friends, | actually 


supported Izzy's relationship with Dave. | was rooting for them, and then Izzy had to go and do what Izzy does 


best. Fuck shit up. 

"You're unbelievable” 

"What the hell is your problem?" he frowned. ‘Have you forgotten your meds again?" 
"That's beside the point,” | hissed, gesturing to the bed. "What the fuck is that?" 
Izzy looked at the bed. "What, hm" 

"Yes, hm. What if Dave showed up, huh? Shit, meet Fan. Fan, this is Shit! 


Izzy mumbled something and flopped on the bed, grabbing a cigarette and lighting up before throwing the 


covers off a naked Nikki. "You were sayin?" 

"You two.. fucked?" 

"Ugh. Dude, that's gross," Nikki yawned, fishing a bottle of Bulleit out of nowhere. "You thought | was Duff? Axl, 
he's like two inches taller, and blonder, and dumber," he swallowed a mouthful of liquor and handed the bottle 
to Izzy. "Breakfast?" 

Izzy chugged it down and fixed me with half-hooded eyes. "You thought | boned Duff?" 

"You disappeared," | said through clenched teeth. "What was | supposed to think?" 

"Gee, lemme think about that. That | got better judgement? We had a lot of catching up to do. Did shit get 
intense? Yeah. Did we rub against each other like cats? Yeah. But that's all that happened. Honest. | have no 
clue where Duff is this morning." 

Nikki rolled out of bed, scratching his belly. "Got any clean underwear | can borrow?" 

"Help yourself," Izzy gestured to his luggage. "And | don't want tem back." 

"You'll get them back." 

"| said | don't want them back." 

"Izzy." 

He tilted his head to one side, eyebrows raised. 


"Oh, you'll get them back baby" 


We laughed with a slight shake of our heads. That's Sixx. 
On regular days | can't stand the fucker because of shit he pulled back when we were hustling for a deal, but 
sometimes you got to learn to forgive, otherwise you end up with nobody at your funeral and your ashes in a 


dumpster behind the Walmart. So | put up with him, more for Izzy's sake than anything else. 


"Man, | wanna go back to West Palm Beach," Izzy drawled. "Surfing. Gator watching. Skunk Ape hunting. Ax, you 


wanna come with when you get some time off?" 


Nikki snorted. "It's the shark bite capital of the world Besides, ain't Florida like the worst surf destination ever? 


What the fuck are you gonna do, sit on your board and wait for a hurricane?" 

"What do you know about surfing? The Reef Road can get fuckin’ pumping, man Just imagine that shit, crystal 
clear water, toasty temperatures.. they make for epic conditions when cold fronts push through and leave the 
swell heading out to sea." 

"What sea?" Nikki tucked his balls into Izzy's underwear. "Why don't you own bikinis?" 

"Cause l'm not a porn star. The ocean? You know, that body of water around Florida?" 

"Fuck you." 


"Right back atcha Mr Malibu. Like, why did you even leave Van Nuys? Dickweed." 


"Anyway," | interjected with a roll of my eyes. "I'm not going back to Florida, Izzy. Nothing but Mickey Mouse, 
meth and mullets. Let the Cubans have it." 


"And swamps," Nikki bounced his balls. "Don't forget the swamps." 
| shot daggers at him. "Will you quit playing with your nuts?" 


"Oh man," Izzy blew a smoke ring into the air. "I'm really feeling walnut ice cream." 


"Yeeeah..." 


Yeah. I'm the whackjob. Suddenly, a knock on the door. | wondered if rooms in an insane asylum have the Do Not 
Disturb signs for the doors, because knock or no knock, every person in this room is already majorly disturbed. 
And then it hit me, the reason | came up here in the first place, although it seemed my suspicions may have 
been a little premature. | should have given Izzy more credit. 


"| wonder who that could be," | sank into an armchair as Nikki answered the door. 


The ensuing cheers told me it couldn't be Dave, and then my heart plummeted down to my gut. It was Duff | 
sighed, feeling the inevitable shitstorm brewing on the horizon 


"Do you know Jason's room number?" 

"Nope. I'm not part of this tour, Ax. Why do you need Jason?" 

"Oh, | don't know. Got a feeling Duff might be indisposed. In about fifteen minutes." 

"What?" Duff chuckled dismissively as he breezed into the room and sat on the bed. 

"Give or take," | picked my fingernails. 

Duff narrowed his eyes as a tiny smirk flitted across his face. "Always with the weird. Hey Iz," he moved his 
head a quarter of an inch closer to Izzy. "So how's the foot? Oh man, the way you karate chopped that dude! 
Fucking wish | had a camera on me." 


Izzy shrugged. "He insulted Neil Young. What are you gonna do?" 


"You're so fucked in the head,” Duff beamed, as if giving Izzy the biggest compliment. "C'mon every band puts 
out one pussy song so they can find out who the losers are." 


"Like ‘Don't Cry'? Anyways, nothing happened. His girlfriend didn't even give me head." 
"Too bad," Duff grinned. "She gave me head after you bailed" 

"For real? Hah. But | didn't have a car. Information without transportation equals dick." 
"Sure. My dick" 

Their eye contact was more intimate than | can describe. "| remember your dick" 
"Oh yeah? ‘Cause if you ever need a reminder..." 


"Well, that's just awesome," Nikki scowled. "You fuckers rekindle your lust or whatever the hell while | spend 
the night cruising around like a dumb-fuck eating burritos." 


"Don't have a spazz," Izzy ashed his cigarette. "We hooked up after that, didn't we?" 
"So anyway," Duff touched the rings on his padlock. "I brought you some Apranax." 


"You brought me anthrax? | know it was tough when we broke up, but that's cold" 


“Apranax," Duff chuckled. "Don't take that Tylenol shit. It's good for migraine but if you feed it to a liver that's 
working to metabolize booze it can cause liver damage. | should know, right?" he winked and then gave me a 


puzzled look when | glared at him. "What?" 


"Got three things to say to you, Duff. Fuck you, fuck off and fuck me for getting involved in this shit," | got 
up and turned to leave. "By the way, Izzy, your boyfriend's here." 


"What?" 


"Instead of ‘have a nice day' I'm gonna start telling people to have the day they deserve. You know, let karma 


sort that shit out," | opened the door but Izzy slammed it shut. 
"Axl, will you chill? What do you mean Dave's here? Like, metaphorically?" 


| blinked at him, a little dazed "Okay dude? You gotta stop inhaling that Nag Champa shit. It's melting your 
brain. No, fucker. Physically. Tangibly. In the fucking flesh." 


Nikki and Duff looked at each other and then burst out laughing. "Oh fuck," Nikki held his tummy. "I swear being 


around you guys is like taking a master class in awesome." 

"Shut up!" Izzy scowled. "Ax, c'mon, for real? You're not just messing with me?" 

A knock at the door. 

| smiled indulgently. "Well. | did forget my meds. Maybe l'm hallucinating redheads." 

Izzy rolled his eyes, took a deep breath, and opened the door. "Oh... Slash, hey man" 

"You look dead. In a good way," Slash came in and locked eyes with me. "There you are," he grabbed the Bulleit 
and chugged it down. "Doug said you're pissed. It aint even one o'clock, man. What's up? Montreal too Canadian? 
Lars too Metallica? Blegh too blah?" 


Duff snorted a chuckle and stubbed out his cigarette. 


‘Oh, /m pissed," | said quietly. "Funny how that happens when you're the one on his shitlist. Where were you 
this morning? We had a meeting. That goes for you too, Duff" 


Slash flopped into an armchair and draped a leg over the armrest. "Sleeping." 
We stared at each other for a long moment. 


Most scars are invisible, transparent knives. Does anything cut deeper than betrayal? 


"Yeah, sorry about that," Duff clicked his fingers. "So uh, what did we miss?" 


A dying moan of sirens wailed outside, accentuating the room's awkward silence. Shame, blame. l'm everything 
that's wrong with this band. It's kind of funny that on stage | can flip my shit in front of thousands and feel 
connected but when I'm around my closest friends | feel a disconnect so terrible | can bleed to death with the 


pain of it. 


"Your meeting," Izzy said suddenly, buttoning up a silk black shirt. "The briefing for the second leg of your tour. 
That's what you fucking missed." 


* eK 


| stared dry-eyed at the ceiling like an automaton that had been left out in the rain to rust. My name seemed 
empty, as though Axl Rose had detached itself from me and was floating untethered in my mind. | felt caught 
up in one of those stretches of time when for anything to happen normally would be abnormal. What do | 
have? The earth. Whole handfuls of it. But | felt homesick for a place | have never known. And then the 
stillness broke around me like a crystal shattering in winter, casting fragments of light across the dimness. 
James rested a hand on my hip, and my whole body tensed up. That hand moved around my hip, slipping under 
my shirt to rest on the small of my back. 


"Go away." 

"No," he said resolutely, wrapping strong arms around me. 

"Go..away." 

"| cant do that," he smoothed my hair with both hands. 

"Why? You feel the need to save me in order to redeem yourself or some shit like that?" 

His eyes dropped from that point somewhere above my head and looked into mine. "You know, sometimes | shut 
down and don't talk to anyone for days. Its nothing personal. Guess | have a limited capacity for bullshit and 
silence is the only way | can deal with it. Sometimes when people are yappin at me | daydream about what 
they would do if | suddenly punched them right in the face. But with you," he paused for a moment, caressing 


my cheeks. "/ wanna falk. l'm not saying there's anything serious or meaningful going on between us, but | like 


spending time with you. You're interesting and smart and different and infuriating and fuckin’ shit hot. | want 


you." 


"Even the broken pieces?" 


He slipped his hand into mine and his palm was warm and calloused. "Yes." 


| buried my face into his chest, breathing James in, forgetting time and place and just holding him, wanting him, 
with ten different kinds of need at once. 


* KK 


One of my favourite smells is the scent of an ancient church as you creak open the heavy oak door and smell 
years of ancient stone and the remnants of incense. | used to sing in a church choir and to this day | have a 
fondness for churches. I'm totally atheist. It doesn't have anything to do with feeling safe in the house of the 
Lord or whatever. But | dig churches and holy places. The Sistine Chapel. That's what | was thinking about when 


Sixx was yammering on about Italy. 

"Dontcha love Rome?" he said. "Full of gods and hunchbacks and the best fucking pizza." 
"Molto primo," Izzy smiled drunkenly. "Sogni d'oro, mio fratello." 

"Okay if you two are gonna keep speaking spaghetti l'm leaving.’ 

"Yo! Don't diss my ancestry," Nikki snarled. "You need to loosen up, Axl." 

"If | loosen up any more I'll need diapers." 


They laughed until they were gasping for breath and then Izzy fell off the barstool. He was without a doubt 
fucking pickled beyond the gherkin wasted. 


"You okay, man?" Nikki dropped to his knees. 
"Dude, stop sniffing my intimates." 
So | was getting a little bored. 


If | wanted to hang out with a couple of idiot drunks I'd look for Duff and Slash. | didn't understand why Izzy 
felt the need to hit the bottle so hard since he got here. He was supposed to be sober. Was it Nikki's influence, 
Duff's presence, or his argument with James? Seeing Slash hooked on smack again? Me and my.. issues? Gilby? 
Maybe being around us all was a pesky reminder of the life he taken painstaking efforts to forget. Izzy isn't 
romantic or sentimental. When he's done with something he walks away without a care in the world. He's cold 
like that. Pragmatic. Being here must really be fucking with his head, and for the first time, | looked at Izzy 


with concern. 
"Well, ain't that something," | heard someone say. 
It was a familiar voice, though | couldn't think of his name or why he sounded so cynical. | looked up and 


heaved a sigh of relief. So | wasn't imagining things. Dave took his shades off, looking like he had just stepped 
out of the cover of GQ magazine. 


He studied Izzy and then turned to me with a wary look "The fucker doesn't even realise l'm here, does he? 


Seriously, what the fuck is going on here Axl?" 
| gestured to the bartender. "What are you doing here?" 


"Yeah, funny thing. | had a hankering for brioche. So | thought why not take the next plane to Montreal and see 
how the moosefuckers do it. Whaddya think I'm doing here?" 


There are seven billion people on this planet and | like maybe four or five of them, tops. Dave was becoming 
someone | could tolerate. | wouldn't say that | liked him because I'm not ready to make that commitment yet, 
but since | actively dislike almost everyone | know tolerance is where you want to be with me. | don't care for 
pretty hearts. Give me someone who's been through shit. 

"Spying on your boyfriend?" | kicked Izzy under the table and heard a muffled ‘ow’. 


"What are you doing here?" Nikki frowned. "Did someone leave your cage open?” 


Izzy staggered up, swaying to one side but caught himself on the edge of the table. "Ax," he pointed at me. "I 
bet you twenty bucks | can levitate you with a magnet, man" 


"See," | said to Dave. "Perfectly normal. You had no reason to worry." 


Izzy's eyes fixed on Dave. For an instant, they blazed clear before clouding up again. "Whoa. Has anyone ever 


told ya you look like Dave Mustaine?" 

Dave touched Izzy's back. "Shit. You're drunk as four skunks, aren't you? Its me. | got real worried when the 
line went dead last night, and then when the hotel denied any knowledge of you staying here and Lars told me 
you disappeared | had to come out" 

Izzy's eyes shimmered. "Dave?" 

"Yes baby, it's me," he said softly. "Come on, let's go upstairs and drink coffee." 

"No," there was panic in Izzy's voice. "Don't want.. you to see me like this." 


Dave's brows dived in concern, "Izzy, it's okay, who else are you gonna-" 


"Nol" Izzy pushed Dave off the barstool with a single violent stroke. "Who asked you to come out here and 
fuckin’ rescue me? What are you doing? What the fuck is this?" 


Dave snorted. "Okay, I've met my quota for nice today. All | got is fuck you and eat shit. You've got two 


seconds to decide whether you want me to haul your ass over my shoulder and humiliate you in front of your 


friends, or we can do this the civilised way." 
"Go on," | said to Izzy and nodded my head. "Do what he says." 


"Hell no," Nikki scowled. "Dave, Izzy hasn't banged Duff if that's what you're worried about. If | give you a 


straw will you go and suck the fun out of someone else's day?" 


Dave leaned closer to Nikki, and when he spoke his voice was soft. "If you don't shut up | will hack your head 
off and shit down your neck. Do you understand me?" 


| smiled appreciatively. 
"Dave, stop it," Izzy rubbed his face. "It ain't Nikki's fault that I'm losing my shit." 


"Youre losing your shit? What about him? Coming out here like some cowboy in a Western. We're the Indians, 


fucker! Take your caboose and choo choo back to LA" 
"Sixx, here's a newsflash," | drawled. "No one likes you. No one wants you. No one gives a shit what you think. 
You're a sidekick in this story. You latch on to James and Izzy like a fucking flea because you got nothin’ else 


happening in your life. Get lost.” 


His tongue came out to moisten his lips "Tread very carefully, Axl. If you don't stop giving me shit someone 
might find out about something.. you know what I'm saying?" 


"Are you threatening me?" 
"Are you feeling threatened?" 
"What the hell are you dipshits talking about?" Izzy groaned. 


"Nothing," | tilted my head. "Sixx thinks he's got something on me but he doesn't realise how pissed someone's 


gonna be when they realise that he knew all along.’ 

Nikki's eyes narrowed. 

"Fuckin! A, so moving on," Dave turned to Izzy. "Are you gonna stop being a bitch now?" 
Izzy's eyes moistened. "Dave... I'm sorry. | didn't want you seeing me like this." 


"C'mere you idiot," Dave pulled Izzy into his arms. “Everything's okay. l'm here now," he rubbed Izzy's back. 
"We're gonna go upstairs and sober you up. Then we'll talk, okay?" 


"Then can we pretend we're baby seals?" 


Nikki and | snorted a chuckle. Dave lifted his eyebrow. "What does that entail?" 
"Rubbing against each other in the hot tub making noises." 

Dave smiled wickedly. “Sure, Iz. I'll. rub against you and make noises." 

"Okay, fuck off you two," | sighed. "You're veering dangerously close to cute." 
"Yeah," Nikki swirled the liquor in his glass. "It's revolting. See you later, bro." 


Izzy stretched out with the grace of a cat and then whispered in my ear. “Biiiillllly. Don't believe the shit you 
tell yourself. You're fucking golden." 


| drained the last of my coke and watched him go. Nikki and | shared a bowl of peanuts like we gave a small 


shit about each other when a tall shadow loomed over our table. 
"Duff?" 
| looked up into his haunted eyes as he watched Dave and Izzy dropping out of sight. | saw pain rimming those 


eyes, pain that wanted Izzy back before anyone had noticed that part of Duff's world had not moved since he 
left. 


Hangin’ From the Gallows Pole (Part |) 


"| don't know," | said quietly, watching a squirrel stumbling around on the grass. "It's like my brain went out for 


a walk and decided to stay out till sundown." 
Dave swept his hair back from his ears and nodded. 


"Especially when you break months of sobriety with a 48-hour binge. It's like, | just keep thinking that the 
more things change, the more they fucking stay the same, y'know? For better and for worse. | feel like that's 


been a theme of this year up until now." 


We continued walking for a few minutes in silence. It was a beautiful late afternoon The pond was blue and 
glistening as the sun sparkled off to a million places. Green was everywhere and the sky was clear, fresh and 
expansive. The air had cooled some and there was a very slight breeze lifting the air every which way. | sat 
down, resting on the roots of an old tree and leaning back against the knotted trunk. Closing my eyes, | imagined 
summer flinging her fiery cloak over this nameless park, and it felt good. Good to let my mind wander while my 


body was firmly rooted to the ground. 


"Okay honestly?" Dave touched my arm and | jumped at the feel of his fingertips on my skin "I can't help 
thinking that I'm missing something. What's really fucking with you?" 


My eyes followed a snail leaving a silver trail as it slithered across the bark "You mean besides falling off the 


tree of weird and slamming every branch on the way down?" 
"Yeah," he smiled. "Besides that 

| fired up a Marlboro. "You know, | don't feel like talking anymore. ls that cool?" 
"Okay" 


A German shepherd jumped into the pond and began waddling into the dense reeds. Soon the water was over 
his head, leaving him no choice but to swim. He came spluttering back to the bank, soaked through and shaking 


himself from nose to tail. 


Dave's hand slid down my arm, folding over my own. Lacing my fingers through his, | studied them, imagining 
what those fingers could do and how long they would take to do it before they sent me over the edge. | am 
usually allergic to public displays of affection, but we were alone save for the dog and his owner sitting on the 
south side of the park, so | didn't mind. It was comforting. 


The dog started to investigate the area, nose hard to the ground. Moments later he rushed off into the grass 
showing such purpose that | was certain he had discovered something. Then he took off in a circular pattern, 
sniffing the grass in detail before returning to the bank to investigate the leaf-litter and fallen twigs. He soon 


started along the path, heading for the scrubland area, no doubt on the trail of a new scent: 
"As far as dogs are concerned, their daily routine is just hunting, right?" 


Dave looked at the dog. "On an instinctual level, yeah. | guess they're looking for their pack Leaving scents and 


searching for something, not always sure what that is." 


"Don't it sound familiar though," | said, blowing smoke into the air. "Scavenging around for a memory or a 


partial footprint in the mud. Chasing our fuckin’ tails around." 
"Ending paw-deep in shit." 
| chuckled. "Ain't that right" 


Dave moved to sit between my legs, his shoulder blades against my chest. | drew my arms around him, placing 
my palms just under his collarbone and feeling overcome with the peace | had come to know in his presence. 
We spent the next half hour sitting under the fragrant linden bower, enjoying the security we both felt in each 
other's arms. We talked about music, about dogs, about our bodies and how they fit perfectly together. 


* eX 
"Oh, man. Come onl" Slash groaned. "Ill stay outta your shit. Honest" 


So Guns N' Roses were late for their sound check. (Yeah. Don't fall off your chair.) Slash seemed 
uncharacteristically agitated and begged me to let him come on my little trip to the drugstore. | wanted to pick 
up some dandelion extract to help my body detox from the abuse of the last 48 hours. The arrangement with 
Doug was that | would drop Slash off at Olympic Stadium and return to the hotel before heading out later that 
night with Nikki. And no, Dave was not going to join us. | think we all breathed a little easier when he said that 
he would spend the evening playing Atari back at the hotel. Having Slash tag along to the drugstore meant that 
his bodyguards followed us around and we risked getting mobbed by fans. Hardly anyone recognised me, 
especially now with my dreads, but Slash was a different matter. He was an icon. One of the most famous 
people on the planet. Making any plans with him or Axl involved a small military operation. | felt uneasy, and | 


couldn't shake off the impression of being played somehow. 


When we arrived at the drugstore | felt a strange tingling sensation followed by nausea, and as | opened the old 
red painted door, the wind picked up and the door stayed open for a moment. My dreads wafted in the wind 
and flew in my face. | was caught between pulling the locks from my eyes and mouth and trying to figure out 


where | was. 
"Hey, Iz!" 


Duff placed his hand over mine and hooped his fingers through my own. | looked up at him, so startled | might 
as well have been shot. 


"Are you coming or what?" 


Goose bumps prickled my arms and my head became fuzzy. | followed Duff into a garage where my eyes fell 
on a shiny black Corvette. 


"Check out my new ride!" he beamed, sweeping his palm over the hood. "Great fucking millage, V8 engine, 5- 
speed auto. Ain't she a beauty? Izzy? Hey are you alright?" 


| watched Duff standing there, bronzed and glistening, as he zoomed in and out of 1989. Feeling garrotted by 
invisible cords, | stepped back into a shadowless light and felt warm, soft curls twisting around my fingers and 
the scent of smoke and leather. Duff wrapped his arms around my waist, pulling me in tight, his breath hot 
against my cheek. 


"What is this...” 
"My new car," he said, staring at my mouth. "Don't you like it?" 


Suddenly the car lights blinked on, filling the air with a low hum that matched the thrumming of my nerves. | 
flicked my gaze from Duff to the Corvette, the emotions darkening my mind too confusing to name. An exhale 
of breath snapped me out of my turmoil, almost like a laugh, and then | saw Duff scooting towards me on a 
bed. His lips softened into a smile that cracked apart my spine. Cupping my chin, he tilted it towards him, 
drowning me in the golden brown depths of his eyes. 


Fingers snapped in my face. "Izzy? Are you okay? You spaced out, man." 
| staggered against the door. "Slash?" | drew a shaky breath. "Yeah, l-l'm good." 
His eyebrows shot up. "Like hell. What the fuck is going on with you?" 


"Nothing," | mumbled, entering the store and heading straight to a remote aisle where | could recover my 


nerves and wait for the rock in my pants to go away. 


The store was uncomfortably cold and bright, like sunlight on distant ice. | almost expected to see a six-foot 
rabbit hopping through the aisles, coaxing me down a deep dark burrow where spiky leaves would emerge out 
of the gloom and get sucked back in as | opened my mouth. Shivering slightly, | scanned the shelves. They were 
stacked with vitamins and supplements and | felt encouraged that at least | was in the right aisle. It would have 
been really fucking weird to be caught in the baby section checking out diapers while sporting a raging hard-on. 
Slash disappeared into another aisle and was soon swallowed up by stacks of energy drinks. | took my time, 
running my fingers along the homeopathic remedies, stopping to pull a bottle from the shelf and inspect its 


contents. | was out of iron supplement so grabbed one of those, too. 


Out of the corner of my eye | spotted a kid on the other side of the aisle. He was looking at condoms and 


throwing nervous glances around him, as if expecting to be caught in the act of having a dick and wanting to 


use it He had shoulder-length brown hair and was wearing a Megadeth shirt. That shit was simply irresistible. 
"You okay there?" | picked up a pack of Trojans. 

"Uh." the kid stammered, and | glanced over to see his eyes wide in terror. 

| tried to suppress a smirk but failed "Do you need someone to get those for you?" 

"Holy shit," he choked. "You're Izzy Stradlin" 

| nodded and smiled back at him, unable to find my voice to respond in any other way. 

"Dude, that's wild! | totally worship you!" 


"You do huh?" | put the condoms back and glanced at Slash on the other side of the store, willing him to stay 
put before the kid had a heart attack "Do you need any help?" 


His face flushed. "It's just that uh.. the lady by the till. She looks like my Mom. Oh dude. Mr Strad-lzzy, we had 
a fucking funeral when you left Guns. Like I'm not even kidding." 


| snorted a chuckle. 

"IFs like the Beatles breaking up, man. It ain't the same without you. Gilby can fucking powerslide but he ain't 
you.. | saw you guys in Toronto last year, June 1. You kicked ass. | swear, | was smiling like a dope that whole 
summer. So what are you up to now?" 

"Got a new band" 

"Get outta here! For real?" 

"Yeah. We're putting out a record in October. We're called the Ju Ju Hounds." 


"That's so cool! Have you got any shows lined up?" 


"We're playing the Metro in Chicago on the ZIst. Just to test drive the material before the record comes out. 


If you can make it I'll leave a couple of tickets at the door." 
His face lit up. "Dude! Oh my God! Can | hug you?" 
"Uh-" the kid slammed into my chest and | patted his back with a smile. 


"You are fucking righteous. That's awesome, man Thank you so much." 


"You're welcome. So what name do | put down?" 
"Eddie. Del Vecchio." 


"Right on," | nodded, glancing at the pack of condoms in his hand. "So magnum huh? Look uh, no disrespect but 


what are you, lb? IT? Ain't no way you're a magnum." 

"Well, | ain't no medium!" 

"Eddie," | smirked. "The chick isn't going to notice the wrapper. But she is gonna notice when the thing slips off 
mid-pump, you know what l'm sayin’? So why don't you get a few sizes and try them out when you're chilling, 
on your own. Listening to Megadeth." 

"Um," he shrugged. "I only got cash for one, man" 

"Don't worry, | got it," | said, grabbing a selection of sizes and a tube of KY. 


* * * 


Slash and | were on our way to Olympic Stadium when we saw flashes of lightning. 

They grew in frequency and intensity and were soon followed by the sound of distant thunder from the south. 
Slash isn't a nervous guy, but something about this one made him jumpy. He was wincing at every thunderclap 
and pressing against the acoustic in his lap for reassurance. And it wasn't long before the tempest drew 
closer. The lightening was unusually frequent and was lighting up the limo like a powerful flash gun, every few 
seconds. The rain was clattering against the windows with considerable power. Slash and | exchanged anxious 
looks, even | was beginning to feel a little uneasy and it's hard to rattle me. There was an unmistakeable air of 


calamity and foreboding as we sped up the highway, thunder roaring and rumbling like a jet aircraft overhead. 
"So," | said. "Did you know that your dick continues to grow until you're 21?" 


A cigarette was wedged into the corner of Slash's mouth and both sleeves of his open shirt were rolled up as 


he strummed his guitar. "Yeah? | thought that was a myth." 
"It's a biological fact.” 

"Oh, well if it's a biological fact" 

"Why are you saying it like that, like l'm full of shit?" 

"You are full of shit. You think those dreads make you black?" 


"Dude what?" 


"C'mon, lz. Let's keep it real," he slapped the fretboard. "You grow dreads, load the djamba, listen to some 
rastaman vibration, give your new band a fucking voodoo name, and suddenly you're black. Cowabunga, dude. 
You ain't. Embrace your white trash ass." 


"Shit," | chuckled. "All for one huh?" 


Slash frowned. "Hey screw that, man. | gotta deal with being a minority in a minority of the fucking minority, 
and nobody's supportin' my ass. Fuck that shit." 


"Yeah. It might have something to do with the Porsche in your driveway-" 
"Whatever. 

"-or the Aston Martin in your garage." 

"Okay, shut up." 


‘Or the millions in your offshore bank account. And what minority is that Slash, huh? Quarter British? Part 
Jewish? Half black? Complete dick?" 


"tm half British." 
"Oh, pardon me. Would His Majesty like a tea with that dick?" 
"| almost shit myself laughing there, man. Inwardly. Got any more of them facts?" 


A smirk flitted across my face. "Sure. Check it out. So the hermaphrodite flatworm reproduces by injecting 
sperm into its own head with its needle-like dick. How's that?" 


"Dude are all your facts dick-related?" 


"I know some shit about guitars. Oh man, did | tell you | got a 1969 Martin D28 a few months ago? The 


acoustics are incredible. They don't make ‘em like that anymore." 
Slash took a huge gulp of Jack, clearly affected. "That's sweet" 


| glanced at the bleak wonder of the elements. It didn't bode well for their show. | couldn't remember a storm 


like it, the intensity was like nothing we experienced in LA. 
"Slash?" 


"Yeah." 


"What happened to you and Axl?" 
He continued strumming his guitar. 
"Slash," | sighed. "Come on" 


When my hand touched his, still clutched to the fretboard, he froze but didn't pull away. Pain flashed in his 
eyes but he remained perfectly still, perfectly poised. That's Slash. 


"It doesnt matter," he said, playing a fast chord, effectively shutting me out 
"Look I'm not gonna take sides, okay? | just want to understand what happened" 
"Why don't you ask him, seeing as you're all good and cosy again’ 

"Im asking you." 


He stopped playing. "What do you want, Izzy? D'ya want a day by day account of all the shit that's happened 


since you left? Do you want to read Axl's psych evaluation? What?" 
| asked why you aren't together anymore. Simple." 


"But it ain't simple," he grabbed his pack of Gitanes and fired up. "You know, it's kind of strange how people 


claim to love you and then replace you so quickly.” 

"What do you mean?" 

Slash snorted. "He's a fickle son of a bitch. Let's leave it at that." 

| licked my lips, wondering whether it was worth challenging his statement about Axl or leaving it be. But | 
couldn't. "Slash... | know you're in pain and I'm not about to undermine your feelings because | get it, alright? | 
know it hurts." 

"Do you?" 

"Uh... Duff?" 


"Uh... Dave?" 


"Fuck you, man," | shook my head. "Just because l'm in another relationship doesn't mean it doesn't hurt every 


time | see his face. You don't have to be a jackass about it." 


"Well it shouldn't hurt too bad seeing as you hardly ever see Duff," he muttered. "But me? I'm stuck with Axl 


on this fucking campaign trail of terror every day of my life." 

"Well, if you need it to be over because of his mental state-" 

"| need it to be over because | can't take it anymore!" 

| grabbed one of his Gitanes and sparked up, watching smoke curl into the air. 


'| love the fucker. | wanted to be with him more than anything. But | didn't want a life separate from Axl and 
that's all he could give me. Its like Axl is driving a car, okay? And | just want to be in the passenger's seat. 
But he's locked the fucking door and so | have to hold on to the bumper, you know? I'm not even asking Ax to 
open the door for me. Just leave it unlocked and say, ‘come in’. But no, he didn't do that. So I'm hanging on to 
the bumper and life goes on, and the car goes on, and | get really badly bruised and hitting potholes. And it 
hurts. | mean, it really fucking hurts, Izzy. So finally | had to let go of the bumper because it hurt too much," 
he drew a shaky breath. "It... hurts too much." 


Trembling like a small animal in a trap, Slash pushed himself closer to me and put his head on my shoulder. 
Warmth flooded me, and as | watched him tie a cord around his arm and shoot up moments later when we 
arrived at Olympic Stadium, there was a stillness between us. A silence that tied my stomach in a hangman's 


noose. | combed my fingers through his locks and watched the splashing of rain on the window. 


* * * 


The hotel was eerily quiet when | returned. The hordes of fans had all but dissipated, and while the weather 
had cleared | couldn't shake off the sense of foreboding. | pressed a button and the elevator lurched into action 
with a vibrating groan that | felt down to the bones in my feet. The inside reminded me of a birdcage, all black 
metal and decorative bits of gilt. The elevator called on the bth floor, and as the doors opened, a chill shot 
down my spine. Blue eyes locked on mine and darkened instantly, bleak as obsidian marbles. Is there a word for 
that moment when two parties are so equally shocked to see each other that all they can do is stare? James 


entered the elevator and pressed his back against the walled mirror, folding arms over his chest 
"What are you doing here?" | mumbled 

James glanced at me but quickly turned away. "Had some shit to take care of" 

"Oh! 

"Yeah" 

"Nice" 


"Ain't it" 


The silence was awful, filling the space in seconds, like a balloon filled with tension. It's amazing how saying 


nothing can be so different from having nothing to say. 
"So is Nikki with you?" 


"Do you see Nikki here? You know, the fact that jellyfish have survived for 650 million years despite not 


having brains is great news for you, Izzy." 

"Check you out, all hot shit on a silver platter. But we both know you're a cold turd on a paper plate, James, 
so shut the fuck up. Oh, and by the way? Don't you dare give Axl a hard time about being late again. Do you 
hear me? Hypocrite.” 

"Heh. I'm not even going there." 

"Good idea" 

James snorted, fingers tapping on his sides. "Gettin’ real tired of wearing pants and having responsibilities." 
"Uh huh." 

He sighed. "Okay when are you gonna stop acting like this?" 


"When you stop lying to me." 


"Lying to you?" James growled. "Smartass motherfucker. | can't tell if you're on too many drugs or not enough! 


I'm only responsible for what | say, not what you understand” 


"You know the thing about smart motherfuckers? They sound like crazy motherfuckers to dumb 


motherfuckers’ 

"There are two sides to this story, Izzy!" 

"Yeah, and you're a douche in both of them" 

The elevator called on my floor and | stepped out 

"IZZY! WHEN IS MY VOICE GONNA BE HEARD IN THS STORY?" 

There was nothing left for me to say, especially since | was already walking away. There was a comfort in 


being no retort, no question, no room for doubt. Because that sinking feeling in my gut told me that whatever 


James had to say would make things a whole lot worse between us, if that was even possible. He could burn in 


hell 


* * * 


Dave was sprawled on the bed playing a video game. "Do you like that?" his fingers flew over the console. "Do 


you like the taste of my broadsword? l'm gonna fuck you up!" 

| smiled, shaking my head as | peeled my jacket off. 

"You're back," Dave glanced over his shoulder. "Got the supplements you wanted?" 
"Yep. Have you seen Nikki?" 


"He'll pick you up in his Batmobile at seven. YES! LEVEL SIXTY! Oh, yeah!" he threw his fist in the air and tossed 
the console aside. "Man I'm fucking good at this shit." 


"Fighting ninjas huh?" 


"Blow it out your ass," he rolled onto his back and | straddled his legs. "People, ninjas. | kill indiscriminately," he 
grinned, smoothing his palms up my thighs. 


"Yeah. You're a great lover of mankind," | grabbed my cigs and searched for a lighter. 

"| love markind. It's people | can't fucking stand. There's a box of matches to your left” 

| sparked up and felt better instantly, like rejuvenated bones rising from the dust. Dave didn't ask me any 
questions, and his tendency to let me brood in silence is probably one of the reasons we're together. | don't like 


being bombarded with questions about how I'm feeling. Feelings are visitors, | let them come and go and that's 
that. It would have been so easy to bitch to him about James, too easy, but | wasn't feeling that. 
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Protect more of you’ _ ries for less! 


People tell me l'm cold. 


You know how | interpret that? | don't allow people to control me. That's what it boils down to. And I'll tell you 
something else, happiness is an inside job. Don't give anyone that much power over your life. | don't care if 
that makes me cold, because the real tragedy of life isn't death. I's what we let die inside of us while we live. 
Destructive relationships, addictions, breezing through another five years of inertia Sometimes our thoughts 
are backed by so much insecurity that they create lies we believe in And while | have the insight, | just can't 
seem to give a fuck. Because there are far too many unexploded mines in my past, and when | start up again 
you can bet I'll be guzzling Night Train out of a paper bag and dipping McNuggets in three different sauces 
while pitching pennies against a stone wall. Because sometimes following your heart means losing your mind. 
Lets just be who we really are. Cold, bored, broken What's it gonna cost you? Not caring what other people 
think is the best choice you will ever make. 


"So do you wanna have sex?" Dave asked seriously. "It might help you figure stuff out.” 

Orgasm was certainly one way of clearing the cobwebs. When his mouth met mine, it was hesitant, questioning. 
But as | moved my lips with his, he grew bolder, coaxing them apart. Desire, pure and raw, electrified my veins 
as his tongue swept my mouth. A soft moan sprang from my chest and | wrapped my arms around him, 


pulling him closer. 


"Let's be filthy," | whispered against his lips. 


"Yeah?" 


| touched his cheek to slow the kiss down, holding his mouth on mine so that | could feel every place where 


our lips touched and every place where they pulled away. 


First | want you to tongue my bung while you juggle my balls in one hand and play with my asshole with the 
other. But don't stick your finger in.. ‘Cause that's just nasty." 


Dave spluttered out a laugh. 


"Then | want you to flick my nuts while you spank off in a cup. After that, | wanna sniff your ass for a while 
and then you can pull my nutsack up over my dick so it looks like a bullfrog. Then | want you to spank me off 
in the same cup you jizzed in You feeing me?" 


"Holy fuck," he laughed. "The honeymoon's over huh?" 


| grinned and pulled my arms around him, stroking his hair. There was something so tender about the gesture 


that | might as well have been whispering that | loved him. 


We took our time with each other, touching that strange point of endlessness, a point with no width, occupying 
no space except that of hot, sweat-slicked bodies. Before long Dave was wrapped around me, breathing heavily. 
| gripped my cock and aligned myself against him. He was so aroused, so turned on at the sight of what | was 
about to do, that | wasn't sure how long either one of us would last. | held on to his hip, positioning my tip at 
his entrance, and drove myself forward. 


"Ugghhh.." 

| was buried deep inside his tight heat. His eyes closed and he choked out a moan as | moved in long, sure 
strokes, deep, measured. Controlled. Focused. Every cord and muscle flexed and worked together beautifully as 
we fucked. Dave was tight, almost too tight. He shoved upwards with a moan, the force of his body pushing 
me almost completely out. | groaned as immense pleasure tore through me. Both hands now gripped his hips 
and | fucked him, possessed him, driving him hard into the headboard. 

‘Izzy... fuck." 

| smirked. "That's what l'm doing." 

"Couple more minutes, then it's-ugh! Shit! Then it's sayonara." 


"I might not last that long." 


"You fucking better." 


| pistoned my hips, thrusting forward and giving Dave a good hard fucking. Any time | slowed he used his body 
to urge me on, tilting his ass up for me to take. | drove my hips forward, slamming myself over and over in 
his tight, warm ass. We soon reached the point where any more of this would have finished us both, so | 
withdrew from Dave and fell on my back, panting. He captured my lips in a searing kiss, tongues twisting and 
curling, moans ripping from our throats as we fought to slow the fuck down, literally, before we exploded in 
each other's fists. | watched Dave rolling on a condom and slapping lube over his dick, and then the line 
between pleasure and pain blurred as Dave buried himself deep inside me, filling me to the hilt. My body 
craved this, my need for this man so strong it went beyond anything | had ever allowed myself to feel before. 
| winced as Dave took his fill, withdrawing only to drive deeper back inside my body. 


We didn't usually fuck this way, it was typically one of us topping the other and that's it. But sometimes, we 
needed this. | panted as my body headed into overdrive. | began to thrust back against Dave's thick cock, trying 
to drive him deeper as | answered each thrust with one of my own. My hand flew to my aching dick and | 
pulled on it, my face twisting in pleasure as precome trickled over my fingers. Dave's breath hitched. 

"Oh shit, Izzy.. you're so fucking hot." 

"Yeah?" 


Each hard thrust of Dave's hips drove my breath from my body. Closing my eyes, | could do nothing but 
press closer to him and hold on tight as he took his fill 


"Yeah," came a grunted response moments later. "Now tell me." 
"What?" 


"These last couple of days," he slowed down, grinding my ass in small movements as his long hair whipped over 


my face. "What happened to you?" 

"Are you fuckin’ serious?" 

"Go with it" 

Dave relaxed his body against mine, leaning his head forward to rest on my shoulder. At that moment, so 
many raw emotions coursed through my body, the intensity almost too much to process. Time stood still, and 
with every small thrust of Dave's hips my emotions spiralled deeper, threatening to ignite into one incendiary 
moment. 

"Guilt," my voice was barely above a whisper. 


Dave pounded into me and we both groaned. "Guilt?" 


"Yes," | choked, as Dave slammed his hips into mine. "I shouldn't have left," | closed my eyes, fighting back 


tears, fighting back the truth. Every nerve ending in my body was alive and in overdrive. "They're everything | 
know. Don't you get it? | left the band and now they're broken.. insane, addicted, drunk. Devastated. Hopeless. 
What did | do?" 


"Izzy" 
"What did | do” 

He reached behind me to cup my head in his hands. "Shhh." 

| arched up with a snarl. "Enough! Just finish us. Please, | need to come." 


Dave held my eyes, our bodies soaked in sweat and trembling. | couldn't remember anyone being able to hold 
me so completely before. Pleasure had my eyes hooded. They were slightly opened, but dazed, and | panted 
through parted lips as Dave hooked my knee over his shoulder. It was the perfect angle, the position was 
exactly right. 


"Oh, fucking shit, that feels.." | moaned as Dave plunged into me. 


With each thrust of his hips the bed gave way underneath us. Dave smoothed his hand over the tattoo on my 
shoulder and bent in to kiss the ink He gripped my weeping dick, thumb circling the sensitive head and then 
delving into the slit, spreading the beads of moisture across my swollen tip. Then he punched himself harder 
and faster into me, over and over, gasps and pleasure-filled moans filtering through the room. | gasped for air 
and my body clenched around his, welcoming the pressure building in my spine. It was something | couldn't 


continue to hold off. | was so fucking close. 


"Come for me," Dave managed through gritted teeth, stroking me faster as he pushed his hips forward, driving 
deeper inside me and hitting my prostate with each thrust. 


Intense pleasure shot through me as the heat of my orgasm ran over in Dave's fist, taking him with me as 
we fucked our way through a powerful climax. Thick ribbons of come escaped Dave's grip and splattered in 
warm globs against his stomach while my heart pounded wildly in my chest and my body quivered from 
release. The power of it took my breath, and my body vibrated uncontrollably as Dave emptied himself inside 
me, punching his hips and crying out until the world darkened and he fell forward. 


To be continued? 


